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CHAPTER I. 





ALone a pretty Normandy lane which wound in and out 
between banks planted with the lofty trees which surrqund 
the farms in this part of France with a leafy rampart im- 
pervious alike to wind and sun, a girl was slowly riding, one 
fine summer morning, mounted upon a somewhat seedy- 
looking mare. She was lost in dreams as she inhaled the 
soft gir perfumed with the smell of clover, aud she had let 
the reins fall loosely on her steed’s neck. She looked very 
stately in her long-skirted grey habit and her felt hat with 
its flowing white gauze veil, and might well have been taken 
for one of those adventurous dames of noble ‘birth who, in 
the time of Stofilet and Cathelineau, boldly followed the 
Royalist army through the trials of Le Bocage, and illumined 
by their smiles the sombre epoch of La Vendée. Her 
elegant, supple figure swayed gracefully as she let herself - 
go with the movements. of her horse, while she abstractedly 
struck at the green twigs with her whip. She was accom- 
panied by a deerhound, which ‘regulated its eager stride to 
that of the tired horse, and from time to time raised towards 
its mistress its pointed head, in which two black eyes 
gleamed from beneath the bushy brows. 

The short rank grass which grew beneath the sombre _ 
dome of the heech-trees formed a carpet soft as velvet under 


the horse’s hoofs ; in the meadows the drowsy cows were 
A 
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stretching their wet muzzles, round which the flies hung in 
swarms, towards the cool shade of the road ; not a breath of 
wind stirred the leaves; under the fiery sun the heat 
could be seen radiating from the ground and a heavy 
torpor hung over the earth ; but, with her head bent on her 
chest, the girl rode on absorbed in thought, indifferent 
to the beauty of the shadowy silent road. 

Suddenly her horse shjed, laid back its ears and snorted 
violently, while the deéchound bounded forward, barking 
furiously and displaying to a man who had just leaped down 
into the lane a double row of sharp, strong teeth. 

The rider, thus roughly aroused from her reverie, gathered 
up the reins, quieted her horse and, rescttling herself in the 
saddle, turned a glance more of astonishment. than of dis- 
pleasure towards the cause of all this disturbance. 

“T must ask a hundred pardons, madame, for so 
stupidly springing down just in front of you, but I could 
not hear or see you,” he said in a full round musical voice. 
“For more than an hour I have been wandering 
about these meadows unable to get out, for all the 
gates are padlocked and the hedges are too high to jump ; 
but at last I found this little road under the trees, and 
leaping into it almost caused you to be thrown.” 

‘ The horsewoman smiled, and a charming expression of 
amusement spread over her noble, delicate face. 

“Do not concern yourself about it, sir,” she answered. 
“You have not been so very guilty, and I am not unseated 
as easily as you seem to think.” 

And as her deerhound continued to utter menacing 
growls, 

“ There, Fox, be quiet!” she said. 

The dog turned round, and, standing on its hind legs, laid 
i4g¢ sharp nose in its mistress’s hand ; and as she caressed the 
animal she examined her unknown companion. He was a 
man of about thirty, tall and with a determined-looking 
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face. He wore a thick brown beard, and- his shaven | 
upper lip and bronzed complexion made him look like 
a sailor. He was dressed in a suit of dark cloth, his 
head was covered by a soft felt hat, and in his hand he 
carried an iron-wood stick which seemed more fitted for a 
weapon than to be used merely as a cane. 

“You are a stranger to this neighbourhood?” asked the 
girl, ie 
“T only arrived here yesterday,” he sai® without directly 
answering the question put to him. “I took it into my 
head this morning to go for a walk in the country and I 
have completely lost myself, although I can generally find 
my way about; but these wretched little paths which lead 
nowhere form a perfect labyrinth,” 

“Where do you want to go?” 

“To La Neuville.” 

“Oh, yes. But you are turning your back on it, If you 
will follow me for a few minutes, I will lead you to a road 
where you will run no risk of losing yourself.” 

“TI shall be very glad to do so, madame. But I hope I 
shall not be taking you out of your way.” 

“You will not be in the slightest,” answered the girl 
gravely shaking her head. 7 

_ The stranger made a sign of acquiescence, and separated 
from the rider by the deerhound, who had not yet conquered 
his antipathy and trotted on with smothered growls, he 
strode along the fresh green path silently admiring the glow- 
ing beauty of his guide. Now and then a low branch barred 

he way, forcing the rider to bend to avoid it, and as she 

id so the white nape of her neck with the soft, stray 
curling hair appeared beneath her hat, and her pure profile 
became sharply outlined against the dark green of the foli- 
age. She bent easily forward, then resumed her former 
erectness with simple elegant grace, apparently utterly un-‘ 
conscious that*she was being admired, and, either from 
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pride or carelessness, taking not the slightest notice of 
the companion chance had bestowed upon her. In repose, 
her face wore an expression of melancholy gravity as if she 
lived under the weight of a continual care. But what grief 
could this young and beautiful woman, created to be served, 
adored and protected, possibly have? Had an unjust fate 
brSught sorrow on her who was made for joy? Apparently 
she was rich, so,her trouble, whatever it was, must be a 
mental one. 

Arrived at this stage of his reasoning, the stranger began 
to wonder if his companion were married or not. Her 
stately carriage, her rounded figure, the harmonious full- 
ness of which was enhanced by the slenderness of her 
waist, belonged to a woman; but the velvety softness of 
her cheek, the unsullied candour of her eyes betokened a 
girl. The lobes of her rosy ears were not pierced and she 
wore no ornament either at her neck or on her wrists. 

They had proceeded thus along the lane for about a 
quarter of an hour, when they came to a heath covered 
with gorse in flower, over which fluttered innumerable 
yellow butterflies. On the edge of the common some 
sheep were browsing on the dry and scanty grass, guarded 
by a black dog which began capering about with short, 
sharp barks of joy when it saw the deerhound. The two were 
doubtless old friends for they both started off together on a 
headlong gallop, the deerhound, light and rapid as an arrow, 
describing circles around the black dog in its speedier flight. 
But suddenly the horsewoman gave a shrill whistle, the 
hound stopped short on its quivering legs, looked for a mo- 
ment at its mistress, and then accompanied by the black dog 
obediently returned. 

“But where can Roussot be?” murmured the girl, “ Are 
his sheep and his dog here by themselves this morning 1” 

As the words left her lips, a noisy burst of laughter issued 


THE MARL-PIT MYSTERY. 5 


pool, surrounded by the heaps of linen she was busy wash- ; 
ing as she knelt in a three-sided box half filled with straw, 
they saw a pretty girl with whom a red-haired youth wearing 
a grey linen smock frock and a large straw hat, which was 
slipping down his back, was roughly romping. He had 
caught the girl by the shoulders, and holding her down 
he was tickling her round white neck with a stalk of wild 
grass, while she, vexed and amused at-the same time, 
struggled and screamed amidst a nervous Iugh. 

“Will you have done, you bad Roussot! You wait! Vl 
pay you out, just now, with my linen-beater !” 

But the shepherd did not leave off; on the contrary he 
pressed the girl yet tighter in his sinewy and extraordinarily 
hairy arms. His cunning eyes gleamed, his lips were drawn 
back in a ferocious langh, which displayed teeth overhanging 

. like those of a wolf, and instead of saying anything, he only 
uttered a sort of savage growl. He had forced the laundress 
quite’down amongst the rushes, and was now pushing her to- 
wards the water. She, on her side, was no longer laughing, 
and was beginning to feel frightened, but her cries did not have 
any effect upon Roussot who, still giggling like an idiot, was 
now placing his mouth so roughly on the girl’s shoulder that 
it was impossible to say whether he was biting or kissing her. 

The horsewoman and her companion paused in amazement 
before this picture. They had both felt the same vague 
trouble as they looked on at the half-violent, half-caressing 
frolics of the two young people. 

“That game is beyond a joke,” said the stranger; and, 
raising his voice: “ Will you leave off, you vagabond, or 
shall I have to come and pull you by the ears?” he called. 

At these words the laundress raised herself a little, but 
the shepherd did not seem to hear. The stranger’s temper 
rose, and he was about to address the lad still more roughly, 
when his companion turned in her saddle and said to him : 
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ment is given out of charity. Leave me to deal with 
him.” 

She leaped the ditch which separated the road from the 
common, reached the edge of the pool, and, touching the 
shepherd with her whip, signed imperiously to him to go, 
Roussot uttered an inarticulate cry, burst into a stupid 
latigh, then, hurrying away through the gorse and rushes, 
rejoined his flock, whistled his dog, and picking up a 
whip he had lefton the ground, began to amuse himself by 
cracking it with all his might to arouse the echo of the hill. 

The laundress had smoothed out her dress, and, crimson 
with the exertion of the struggle, and perhaps also with 
confusion at being thus caught playing with the shepherd, 
but nevertheless looking charming in her disorder and 
tempting as a ripe wild strawberry, she rose, saying : 

“Thank you, mademoiselle,” 

“You are wrong to let Roussot take such liberties with 
you, Rose,” said the girl on horseback. “You cannot 
tell what thoughts might come into his disordered 
brain,” 

“Qh, there’s no harm in him,” answered pretty Rose. 
“Only he likes teasing people, and he came here to plague 
me. But, bless you, I’m not afraid of him, and I should 
have managed to get rid of him by myself; though thank 
you, all the same,” 

And laying a vest on the board before her, she began 
beating it, and singing in a sweet, clear voice, marking the 
rhythm of her ditty by the dull thud of her beater on the 
wet linen, gay and careless as a skylark, her adventure 
already forgotten ; while on the edge of the common stood 
the idiot clearly outlined against the azure sky, cracking 
his whip and still laughing his malicious laugh. 

The horsewoman and her companion went on their way. 
The road skirted a small thick wood. the entrance to which 
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edge of the plateau they suddenly saw the valley of La - 
Thelle stretched out before them. 

On the height to the right stood a chateau built in the 
Loujs XVIII style and surrounded by a fine park extend- 
ing to the river, which could be seen glistening between the 
willows on its banks as it wound between the meadows of 
emerald green, and which, after passing under a picturesque 
stone bridge, was hidden at last from sight by some orchard 
walls, Sheltered from the north winds,by the hill, La 
Neuville basked trim and white in the sunlight, the jagged 
spire of the church and the high chimneys of the factories 
rising proudly above the roofs of the houses. A winding 
road led down to the town, passing, on the left, large and 
lofty clumps of beech trees, whose grey trunks and dark 
leaves gave a somewhat sombre aspect to the landscape ; 
while halfway down the hill, a white hillock, which looked 
like an enormous molehill, stood out against the woods. 
The country all around the town was cultivated, and fields of 
yellow corn, bright green oats and purple clover waved in the 
breeze right up to the first outlying houses. A clear blue 
sky stretched over this exquisite panorama which the sun 
had bathed in a golden flood, and there was an atmosphere 
of sweet tranquillity about this pleasant place which seemed: 
as though it must be the abode of happiness. 

The two spectators of this lovely picture remained lost for 
a moment in speechless contemplation as they gazed around 
them in delight, A slight breeze was blowing up from the 
river, bearing to them the sweet smell of new-mown hay, and 
they lost consciousness of themselves and each other under 
the influence of the infinite calm which soothed away all 
memory of secret care and mental torment. 

The stranger was the first to throw off this intoxicating 
torpor. He struck the ground with his foot like an exile 
who finds himself again upon his native land and about tq 
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“Ah, I see where I am now,” he said, “There is La 
Neuville. That is the Chateau de Clairefont to the right, 
there among the trees, and that hillock below, with the 
timber-work on the top, is the Great Marl-Pit.” 

The other made no answer. She was gazing into the 
distance, in the direction of the excrescence which her com- 
pation had just pointed out, and her face had clouded 
over. She seemed to be anxiously scrutinising the white 
mound as if it® chalky sides enclosed some mysterious 
danger ; but what cause of alarm could it harbour? There 
it lay silent, still and deserted, and the lofty beams which 
crowned it rose gaunt and forbidding as the supports of a 
scaffold. The girl heaved a sigh, and, replying more to her 
own thoughts than to the stranger's observation, she re- 
peated in a husky voice : 

“Yes, the Great Marl-Pit.” 

Then, shaking her head as though to dissipate her 
anxiety, she added : . 

“This is thé road you must take, sir. If you go 
straight down, it will lead you to the town gates.” 

“Thank you, mademoiselle,” answered the stranger, able 
at last to admire at his leisure his charming companion who 
was now facing him. 

He walked on a few steps, apparently hesitating about 
something, then, bowing : 

“May I not have the honour of knowing to whom I am 
indebted for so much kindness?” 

The girl turned her limpid eyes towards him and 
answered simply ; 

“Iam Mademoiselle de Clairefont.” 

As he heard this name, the young man involuntarily 
started and the blood rose to his averted face. The girl 
stared at him in amazement, then, as if impelled by some 
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A cloud came over the stranger's features, and for a’ 
moment he hesitated ; then, raising his head, he answered in 
a low voice : 

“Tam Pascal Carvajan.” 

At this answer, Mademoiselle de Clairefont’s face assumed 
an expression of supreme haughtiness; her eyes became 
cold and hard, her lips curled in a disdainful smile, and with 
a slash of her whip through the air, as though to draw an 
impassable line between the young mans and herself, she 
whistled her dog, put her horse to a trot and rode away 
without once turning her head. 

Her companion stood spell-bound, following her with his 
eyes, and forgetting her disdain to remember nothing but 
her beauty, She was going away proud and contemptuous 
after passing half-an-hour of charming semi-intimacy with 
him, and perhaps he would never be able to approach 
her again. He saw the distance between them increasing 
step by step ; already the graceful figure was being hidden 
from him by the dust raised by the horse’s hoofs. The long 
grey skirt and the white veil floated in the wind ; the deer- 
hound bounded along the lower side of the road; then 
suddenly at the turn where the gate barred the entrance to 
the wood, rider, dog, and all disappeared, and the road was 
left empty. ; 

For an instant, Pascal Carvajan still stood gazing at the 
spot where he had last seen the group, then, striking the 
stones with his iron-wood stick : 

“What pride!” he muttered. ‘“ When she heard who I 
was, she did not even bestoy on me the glance she might 
cast upon a beggar on the highway, How well she made 
me understand that as far as she was concerned I did not 
exist! Well, fate has willed that we are to be enemies and 
yet it throws us constantly on each other's path. Between 
Clairefont and Carvajan it is war to the knife. It isa pity!- 
She is very beautiful.” 
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Then he logked at his watch and found it was only eleven 
o'clock, and slowly he began to descend the hill by a little 
footpath, bordered on either side with gorse. It was a 
short cut, but halfway down there was a hollow where the 
sun beat straight down with nothing to intercept its rays, 
and the intense heat, concentrated and absorbed as it was 
by the dry rushes, made a humming in the air as at the 
mouth of a furnace. Pascal looked round in search of a 
shelter. At the «lge of a scanty clump of birch trees he 
saw a red roof, and, hanging above the door, the branch of 
holly which answers as a signboard at rustic taverns. He 
bent his steps towards it, and, after crossing a pebbly piece 
of ground, reached a rough road beside which stood a house 
with walls newly plastered, and shutters painted a fresh 
green. The front of the house was decorated with a paint- 
ing of three billiard-balls arranged in pyramidal form and 
two crossed cues, around which was written in large letters ; 
“Vins, café, liqueurs, Repas de Sociétés.” On the signboard 
two men were represented seated at a table drinking, while 
a jet of foaming liquor was spurting out of a bottle. Be- 
neath, in yellow letters, were the words : ‘Au Rendezvous des 
Bons Enfants. Pourtois, débitant” Behind the inn there 
was a little garden with arbours, the centre path of which 
served as a bowling-ground, while at the bottom a swing 
haa been erected. 

It was here that the working population of La Neuville 
met to enjoy themselves on summer Sundays. The rooms 
on the first storey were kept for the young people who 
danced indefatigably to the music of a violin and cornet, 
while through the open windows the hoarse voice of the 
master of the ceremonies could be heard crying amidst the 
joyous shouts and laughter ; “ Ready for the second figure!” 
and the noise of the heavy boots moving in time to the 
smusic sounded like thunder over the heads of those who 
were sitting drinking in the rooms below. 


THE MARL-PIT MYSTERY, ll 


Within a few years, Pourtuis—who was a hig, apoplectic- 
man, stupefied by. drink and governed absolutely by his wife, 
a dark, buxom dame, with a quick hand and sharp eye— 
had brought his inn into so good repute that the café owners 
in the town complained bitterly of the competition. Living 
outside the gates, he had no duty to pay, and thus was able 
to sell his noxious liquors far cheaper than could his rivals ; 
and then his garden offered the leafy shelter of its vine and 
bind-weed bowers to the thirsty customer®, and even young 
men of good society did not disdain a quiet lunch at the 
little inn. 

Every year, when the fair was held, Pourtois erected a 
tent capable of holding two or three hundred people in-a 
field near his house, and gave a ball, admission to which 
was free but where refreshments consequently commanded a 
good price ; and for the last two years political reasons had 
caused even the corporation of La Neuville to honour this 
suburban réunion with their presence, for Pourtois, who. 
possessed enough influence at election times to make him a 
personage worth conciliating, had set his heart on crowning 
his triumph by this official recognition, and in their own 
interests the representatives of authority had thought it 
wise not to refuse him. 

Moreover, outside his inn he had noambition. A proposi- 
tion had been made to nominate him town councillor, but 
he had declined the honour in words which there could be 
no doubt had been suggested to him by his wife: “I have 
enough to do to sell my wine,” he said, “and I have no time 
for speechifying. I will not stand myself, but I will help in the 
election of my friends,” and he had been as good as his word. 
Thus his inn had become a sort of compulsory meeting-place 
where many dangerous words were uttered and much adul- 
terated wine was drunk. In this way, the stout man found 
himself on the high road to making a fortune; but he did 
not display any the more pride for that, and he was never 
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above drinking with any carter who might stop at his door 
for a nip of brandy or a pint of beer, especially if his wife was 
not there to see, for "he was very submissive to his better 
half, and ill-natured people even said that when Pourtois had 
tried to assert his rights as lord and master soon after he 
had been married, she had given him a sound thrashing. 

Pascal, catching sight of the inn from the top of the hill, 
hurried his steps like a good horse who scents the cool water 
and oats of a halt® He did not recognise Pourtois’s narrow, 
low, tumble-down tavern, with its moss-grown thatched 
roof, in this large, spruce house with its white walls, 
green shutters, and red tiles shining in the sun. Tho sign- 
board and the branch of holly—which were a little out of 
place on an inn which could without boasting style itself 
a caf¢—had alone been leit unchanged. 

The hill itself looked different. Formerly the whole slope 
had Jain uncultivated, and the common had stretched right 
over the chalky valley to the boundary wall of the Claire- 
font park. Many a time had Pascal wandered amidst the 
gorse below the Great Marl-Pit, which had not then been 
exploited, setting traps to catch thrushes, but now every- 
thing was so completely changed that he could not find one 
of the traits which had rendered this country so charming 
in his memory. He found it cut up by roads, sprinkled 
with houses, open and accessible to everyone, and all its 
wildness gone. He felt curious to know if the host would 
be as changed as the place, and pushing open the inn-door 
with its panes of frosted glass, he went in. 

The room was cool and shadowy, and for a moment the 
young man’s eyes were unable to penetrate the obscurity 
after the glare of the sunlight outside, Soon, however, 
they became accustomed to the darkness, and then he saw 
three men sitting at a table, and, behind the counter, 
which was very high and large and covered with bottles 
neatly arranced in rows. a thin. dark woman with a nork 
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marked face, a square jaw, and a full forehead, from which 
the hair was drawn in smooth, flat. bands. Two of the 
three men were playing dominoes, and were so intent upon 
their game that they did not hear Pascal come in. The 
third looked up to see if the lady was at her post, then, 
blowing a thick cloud of smoke from his pipe, continued to 
watch the game, This man was so big that he looked ds if 
he had been inflated, like a gold-beater’s skin balloon ; his 
eyes could hardly be seen amidst the f8lds of flesh, and 
there was not a hair upon his shiny skin. He was dressed 
in grey trousers and a maroon, sleeved waistcoat, and his 
feet were encased in wool-work slippers on which was de- 
picted « hand of cards spread out like a fan. His enormous 
size at once enabled Pascal to recognise him as the pheno- 
menal Pourtois. : 

“Ts you to play, Fleury,” he said, in a thin, shrill voice, 
which had a simply stupefying effect, proceeding as it did 
from his vast chest. 

Fleury, who was clerk to the magistrate at La Neuville, 
was a man of about forty, and possessed a countenance of 
the most unhealthy and repulsive ugliness. His lips were 
generally covered with bleeding ulcers, which he dressed 
with pieces of paper to keep them from the contact of the 
air, and these pimples with their white coverings made his 
mouth still more hideous than it naturally was and accentu- 
ated its crafty and hypocritical expression. His grey, glassy 
eyes showed hardly any of the whites, and the balls moved 
so continually and so quickly that at first they were caleu- 
lated to inspire a stranger with alarm. His ragged hair 
was full of matted tufts, which stuck out in every direction 
and gave the finishing touch to the horrible expression of 
his face. He was always tidily dressed in black, but at the 
present moment he was in his shirt sleeves and without his 
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“hair and a very red face. Small gold rings hung from the 
lobes of his ears ; a pair of yellow leather gaiters reached to 
his knees, and he wore a waggoner’s blouse, smocked at the 
chest, neck and wrists, while on a chair beside him lay the 
blue cloth cap with ear-flaps, which he wore summer and 
~winter alike. His hands were nearly as thick as they were 
long, and strong enough to stun an ox, and when he laughed 
it was so violently that his cheeks turned violet, and he 
finished half-suffocated. He was always called Pére Tondeur 
(i.e, shearer), but whether that was his real name or a nick- 
name given him on account of the way he generally treated 
people with whom he had any dealings, was uncertain ; at 
any rate, ever since Pascal was a child, he had never heard 
him called otherwise. Pascal remembered seeing him 
often in bygone times at his father’s, and when he went 
away he always used to say: “Very well, that’s agreed,” 
which showed the good understanding there was be- 
tween Carvajan and him. Tondeur was a timber merchant, 
giving regular employment to two hundred wood-cutters in 
the carrying out of the clearing contracts he made with the 
government and with private individuals. 

Pascal had seated himself at a table away from the three 
men. There was a profound silence, broken only by the 
buzzing of the flies which were dancing their rounds up near 
the ceiling in black swarms, and by the sharp click of the 
dominoes on the marble-table. From time to time Tondeur 
Fleury nttered low exclamations and broken phrases, and 
intermixed with the jokes domino-players generally 
indulge in. 

“ All white—proof of innocence.” » 

“T play the six.” 

“Well, I follow with the double-six.” 

i. And domino! Seven and three—ten, and seven—seven- 

“teen, which added to eighty-three make a hundred. Pare 
Tondeur, you're done for.” 
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“Hasn't be luck, that Fleury! He’s got mfne as well as 
his own.” 

“Shall we have one more game?” 

“No. I must go up to the clearing to see how my men 
are getting on.” 

“Oh, stay here. You'll get sunstroke if you go out, in 
this heat.” 

“T shall get domino-stroke if I stay herg '” 

The three men burst into a loud laugh, and Fleury 
was just beginning to shake up the dominoes again when the 
sound of a carriage stopping before the inn attracted every- 
one’s attention. The huge Pourtois even rose with a gesture | 
of curiosity, but there was no need for him to disturb him- 
self, for the door flew open before the pressure of a muscular 
hand and a tall young man wearing a shooting-suit of 
maroon velvet and leggings, and looking somewhat 
excited, entered abruptly. 

“You have some people here?” he said, glancing round 
him, ‘So much the better. Here Pére Pourtois, just go 
and look in my trap ; you'll find a dangerous animal there 
belonging to you, which you oughtn’t to let run loose in 
our woods. This time I bring him back to you, but next 
time, as sure as there is a heaven above us, I'll wring his 
neck! And I’ve told him so,” 

“ What, Monsieur le Comte? What?” asked the 
astounded inn-keeper, deferentially removing his cap. “An 
animal belonging tome? An animal that you've told—” 

“Oh, go out to the carriage and then you'll understand,” 
interrupted the young man, impatiently. 

Light-footed Fleury was already there. As he looked his 
sardonic face beamed, his little eyes twinkled with malicious 
merriment, his mouth opened in a burst of laughter, shpwing 
teeth as dark as cloves, and clapping his hands together, he 
cried : 

“Why, its Chassevent, with his four paws tied and looking 
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just like a calf being taken to market! Ab, how happy he 
looks on his straw! Straw’s a capital thing to ripen 
medlars, but it doesn’t make a very comfortable bed for a 

Christian, does it, old boy?” : 

A growl like that of a‘trapped wolf came from the light 
cart, and supporting himself on his elbows and knees,.a man 
in a patched blouse and trousers with the legs covered with 
leather, a red and brown kerchief tied over his grey hair and 
his feet shod with waggoner’s boots, raised a thin face with 
oblique eyes and a sinister-looking mouth above the side of 
the vehicle. : 

“Do you want to get down, you old rogue?” said the 
young count, and picking up his prisoner like a bundle of 
rags he carried him into the inn at arm’s length and de- 
posited him howling on one of the tables. 

“What muscle!” ecricd Pére Tondeur, with immense 
admiration. : 

“But what a sad use to make of it,” put in Fleury, whose 
access of gaiety had been calmed by a sudden reflection. 
« Pourtois, get your wife’s scissors and cut these cords. Ob, 
Monsieur Robert,” he went on, persuasively, “is it worthy 
of a man in your position to treat a poor fellow in such a 
way?” 

’ Pourtois’s huge hands had already untied Chassevent, who, 
finding himself free, sprang to his feet, rubbed his shoulders, 
and catching sight of a full glass on a tray eagerly emptied 
it. 

“ts made the beggar thirsty!” said Tondeur. “But 
what’s he been up to, Monsieur le Comte?” 

« He’s been setting snares in the Vente aux Sergents. It’s 
the tenth time he’s done it within a month. No one could 
find @ut who it was, but I suspected it was he, and I went 

, round this morning after the keepers had gone in and caught 
my fine fellow in the very act. The snares are in my 
pocket now.” 
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He drew out a coil of brass wire, and throwing it in the face 
of the poacher, who was very pale and had not uttered a word: 

“Here, you scoundrel, here are your instruments of 
labour ; but remember what I have told you! No more 
proces-verbuua: with you. You'll be sent before the magis- 
trate and you'll get a week in prison, during which you'll be 
better fed than you are at home, where your daughtér is 
obliged to pay even for your tobacco, so it will be all profit. 
This morning I caught you and tied you Gp and left you at 
the foot of a tree for three hours, and that is all you'll get 
this time, but if you get up to your tricks again—” 

Chassevent’s tanned face gathered up in little wrinkles 
which ran over his skin like the ripples raised on a lake by 
the wind. He did not raise his treacherous eyes, but he gave 
vent to a scofling whistle which brought the blood to the 
young count’s face. 

‘Ah, you vagabond!” he exclaimed, and he had already 
raised his powerful hand to strike when Fleury stopped him 
by designating with a glance Pascal sitting in a dark corner 
of the room. 

“Monsieur Robert, let me beg of you—-before a stranger 
too, There, you must take no notice of his bravado. 
Chassevent is very wrong ; his conduct is most reprehensible, 
but your method of proceeding is altogether illegal. No 
private individual has any right to interfere with the liberty 
of another on his own authority—there are proper agents to 
perform such tasks as those. It is not the magistrate’s 
clerk who is speaking to you now, it is the man who, as you 
know, is devoted to you although he deplores the violence 
which gives rise to false impressions about you.” 

“The wrong I do myself has nothing to do with anyone 
but me,” broke in the young man haughtily. “The 
gendarmes busy themselves about everything except looking 
after scoundrels, and as for you, Fleury, you are a good- 


fellow, but don’t interfere with my affairs.” 
B 
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“You shoud not refuse the loyal assistance of anyone,” 
murmured the clerk, bending his head with an air of sorrow- 
ful humility. 

“You are not going away without taking some refresh- 
ment, Monsieur Robert?” exclaimed Pourtois, obsequiously. 
“What may I offer you?” 

‘Nothing, thanix you,” said the young man, and feeling 
in his waistcoat pocket he threw a piece of money on the 
table, saying: © 

“Here, this is for the stable-boy who has been holding 
my horse.” 

Then leaving the room without adding another word or 
bestowing the slightest farewell nod, he climbed into his 
dog-cart and drove quickly off. 

Chassevent had hardly seen him disappear amidst a cloud 
of dust before he regained the power of speech. All the in- 
vectives that had been on the tip of his tongue for the last 
few moments now flowed forth in a torrent, and he struck 
the table so violent a blow with his fist that the neglected 
dominoes leapt on the marble, 

“Ah, you dog!” he yelled foaming with rage. “Ab, you 
great coward ! I'll serve you out for this! Just for a fow 
wretched hares did he tie me up, as he told you, to a tree! 
But he took me unawares you know, for I’m not afraid of 
him!” 

“Don’t brag,” returned Tondeur. “He could knock you 
down with one blow.” 

“What a thing to do! But next time, I'll take my 
gun, and, as sure as we are standing here, I'll do for 
him!” 

“Come, come, Chassevent, you are not so angry as you 
pretend,” interrupted Fleury, “and you are only talking 
nonsensu.” 

“ Never! will I forgive him for what he has done to me,” 
went on the poacher gloomily. ‘When it gets about, the 


THE MARL-PIT MYSTERY. 19 


whole country-side will laugh at me. Oh, those Claivefunts! 
When shall we have done with them?” 

He uttered a horrible oath and casting a sinister glance 
at Fleury: 

“Yes, only let Monsieur Carvajan look after the father. 
T'll answer for the son.” 

At the mention of this abominable partnership and “the 
odious coupling of his father's name with that of this vaga- 
bond, Pascal sprang to his feet and, his f&ce crimson with 
anger: 

“I forbid you to utter Monsieur Carvajan’s name, you 
scoundrel,” he cried. 

“And why, if you please?” asked Chassevent in a tone 
at once sneering and threatening. 

“ Because he is my father.” 

These words produced an immediate change in the attitude 
of all three men. Pourtois respectfully drew forward a 
chair, Fleury pulled down his greasy coat and straightened 
his crumpled cravat, while Chassevent touched the kerchief 
which serycd him in place of « hat. Pourtois’s wife herself 
deigned to smile over the counter between her two white 
metal cashi-boxes. 

“Oh, so you are Monsieur Carvajan’s son?” said the 
poacher, ‘That’s a different matter altogether, for, don’t 
you sec, Monsieur Carvajan is the man for us and there’s no 
fear that we should want to put him ont. I have never so 
much as taken a rabbit in his woods at La Moncelle, not 
but what the place is swarming with them. Monsieur 
Carvajan? Why I'd do anything for him. If he wanted my 
daughter for a servant he should have her to-morrow, 
although she is a Httle proud, but she bas a right to be for 
she’s pretty enough. I went round canvassing for Monsieur 
Carvajan at the municipal elections, and these gentlemen 
know how I drank his health the day he was made mayor, 
@rank it as it ought to be drunk in honour of a friend. 
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Ah, I should think I do like Monsieur Carvajan—as much as 
T hate the people opposite. But he isn’t any fonder of them 
than I am and he'll rid us of them.” 

- He shook his fist at the hill on which stood the Chateau 
de Clairefont, half-hidden by the trees, and becoming excited 
again at the memory of his recent adventure : 

“Ah, you wretch! To tie me up like a dead crow, hung 
in a field at the end of a stick! But I'll serve you out for 
it, or may what am going to drink pofson me!” 

And so saying he emptied at a draught a glass of beer 
that Pourtois had just poured out for Pascal. 

“Look here, Chassevent,” cried the angry innkeeper, 
“we've had enough of your tales, and we'd much rather 
listen to the gentleman, whom we are very pleased to see 
back here again. I knew you when you were quite a child, 
Monsieur Pascal; many and many a time have you come 
into my inn when you were out for a walk with that dear, 
good lady, your mother. Oh, it is very different now to 
what it was then, but you too have changed, and here you 
are grown into a fine young man, you who used to be rather 
lanky, if I may say so without offence,” 

“You do not offend me,” answered Pascal, whose eyes 
were bent on the ground as if he were absorbed in deep 
thought. “Yes, all is indeed changed—men and things 
alike.” 

“And all will be still more changed before long,” said 
Fleury in hard tones. “There is war here between your 
father and the Marquis de Clairefont, Monsieur Carvajan. 
It is thirty years since the hostilities commenced, and now 
they are drawing to an end. The folks up there are ruined 
utterly, and they haven't a ghost of a chance of retrieving 
their fortunes; for it is your father who has them in his 
power. You have arrived just in time to assist at the 

“victory, 80 let me welcome you, Monsieur Pascal.” 
And the clerk held out a claw-like hand to the young 
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man, which the latter no doubt did not see for he allowed it 
to drop again without taking it. 

Standing upright and motionless he pondered, again 
going over his recent adventure in his mind. He saw a 
beautiful girl on horseback, riding slowly along uader the 
cool dome of the trees, accompanied by a large deerhound, 
A stranger jumped down into the lane before her and agked 
her his way, and gravely and with a proud kindness she 
acted as his guide. As he was leaving h&, he respectfully 
begged her to tell him her name, and it was Mademoiselle 
de Clairefont, the daughter of the man who was always 
spoken of as his father’s enemy. Then Pascal fancied that 
a shadow fell over the girl and that he saw her robed in 
black, with her head bowed beneath the weight of cruel 
grief and her lovely face drawn with anguish. She moved 
Mong in silence, her eyes, red with weeping, fixed on the 
ground, and she was all alone as if she were forsaken. The 
green and flowery road had lost its summer splendour ; the 
trees, deprived of their leaves, trembled, dark and cold, 
beneath the winter wind, and the whole picture was ex- 
pressive of misfortune. How was it she was alone? Where 
was her father? What had become of her brother, the 
violent and rough young man that Pascal had seen but for 
a moment? How was it that this adorable girl was left in 
dreary solitude, and why was she weeping? Was old Car- 
vajan the cause of this mourning and sorrow as. these 
scoundrels had said? . 

Pascal’s heart swelled. Then he anxiously asked himself the 
reason of this sudden interest in a girl of whose very existence 
he had been unaware the day before. It pained him deeply 
to think that she was going to suffer, and suffer through a 
Carvajan, Would not he, who bore the hated name, be also 
cursed by her? When, under the impulse of an irresistible _ 
sympathy, he would have wished to throw himself at her feet, ° 
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tasks in an erfeavour to make himself noticed and esteemed, 
he found himself predestined to be loathed and scorned by 
her, 

The old Marquis de Clairefont, the athletic and violent 
Robert, he had forgotten. He thought of her alone as 
the unique incarnation of the family; it was her safety 
alone which was threatened, it was her ruin which was being 
so joyfully anticipated, she was the victim delivered over to 
these confederates who were gloating over their approaching. 
victory and ‘congratulating him, Pascal, who already longed 
to crush them, on his arrival in {ime to agsist at the death. 

He raised his head with the feeling that he was being 
stared at, and he found that the eyes of the men around 
him were fixed on him, surprised that during the minutes 
which had followed Fleury’s triampbant words, he should 
have stood mute and abstracted with his head bent on his 
chest. He passed his hand over his forchead and eager to 
know more of the plot which was being hatched against 
Clairefont — 

“T thank you for your welcome,” he said, forcing a smile, 
“but let me tell you that I come from a land where the in- 
terests which are prompting you would seem petty in the 
extreme. I have travelled over the wildest and least civilised 

_ parts of America, and seen thousands of acres serving merely 
as pasturage to innumerable herds guarded by detachments of 
mounted shepherds ; and when in a year’s time I again passed 

‘through the countries that I had last seen as wildernesses I 
have found villages which had sprung up as by enchantment, 
Thave ridden over mountains where the roadside pebbles 
were of silver, I have passed by lakes of petroleum contain- 
ing enough oil to light the whole of Europe for ten years 
without being exhausted. I have walked over fields where 
the vegetable mould was five yards deep and where the corn 


THE MARL-PIT MYSTERY. 23 


progress which was transforming a hemisphere. Then t 
return home after ten years’ absence, and here I find you still 
occupied with the same intrigues, stimulafed by the same 
hatred, consumed by the same desires. It is easy to see 
that all is definitely ruled, measured and settled in our 
France and that you have plenty of time to waste. I will 
assist at your little amusement since you invite me to db so, 
but I warn you that I am a little blasé and I do not promise 
you that.J shall take much interest in th@spectacle.” 

And he burst into a laugh which, to Fleury’s ear, had a 
false ring in it. The clerk felt alittle uneasy and he looked 
closely at this son who treated With so much scorn a matter 
which ‘held so large a place in his father’s heart. He 
thought it best to disclose the whole scheme to him so that. 
he should not regard. it as of so little importance. 

“ Here there is no question of petroleum lakes, nor silver- 
mines, nor even of land which needs no manure,” he said 
with crabbed sarcasm. ‘ We are not in the land of marvels, 
but in France, where money is rarely easily gained, and 
. where a really good speculation deserves attention and time. 
Now, the Great Marl-Pit is in question, for this arid hill 
covered with heath and wild herbs contains millions beneath 
its surface. Worked by that wool-gatherer, the Marquis de 
Clairefont, it has been a source of ruin—in the hands of 
your father and those who are with him, it would be’ a 
source of wealth. The whole neighbourhood is interested 
in the estate of Clairefont changing hands, and you would not 
find yourself uncomfortably lodged if you lived in the chateau 
up there, Monsieur Pascal.. However dilapidated it may be, 
it ‘is better than the little house in the Rue du Marché.” 

Pascal walked mechanically to the door and opened 
it, and suddenly the Clairefont park sloping upwards on the 
hill-side to the foot of the long terrace which ran along 
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of acuckoo insthe distance, and beyond these shady trees, be- 
hind those walls was the girl he was already dreaming of pro- 
tecting. There was a great distance between her and himself 
the whole width of this sterile valley in which were hidden 
the treasures of which Fleury had spoken. But still more 
impassable was the line drawn by the slender whip which 
had” cut through the air with such a whirr when he had 
uttered his name, the dreaded name of Carvajan, which 
to her startled eafs sounded like an omen of ruin. 

“ A beautiful park,” murmured Chassevent’s hoarse voice . 
behind him, “and a pretty house ; my daughter works there 
and she tells me about it.”* 

“T can see two thousand feet of trees to eae down,” added 
Tondeur, “and then there would be no gap.” 

“We'll have a go at them, won’t we old Crafty ?” said the 
huge Pourtois. “They want sleepers for the railway, it'll 
be just right.” 

“And behind the inn there are twenty acres or so that 
we shall know how to flood and turn into some very pretty 
meadows,” replied the wood-merchant. ‘Let’s live in 
hope!” 

Then, twisting the leathern thong of his whip round his 
wrist : 

“Come, we've gossiped long enongh. Aw revoir, boys, 
Monsieur Carvajan, your servant.” 

He gripped his friends’ hands, took off his hat to Pascal, 
and walked heavily off towards the plateau. 

The young man gazed after him thinking that, as he went 
through the woods and along beside the park, old Tondeur 
might meet perhaps the charming rider. Then, his ideas 
taking another course, he thought anxiously of how the 
occupants of Clairefont were living surrounded by secret and 
bitter enemies. Had he not, but a few minutes before, 
keard Fleury speaking familiarly to the young count? Was 
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And did not Tondeur, whose business brought him into ” 
frequent contact with the marquis, wander over the estate 
nearly every day, counting the old beeches and the great 
oaks, and calculating in advance his share of the common 
booty? Down to the horrible Chassevent, whose daughter 
worked at the chiteau by the day, and served as spy to the 
dark band of whom Carvajan was the head. 

Thus, moment by moment as his father’s agents spoke, 
did Pascal see all the springs of the snafe come to light. 
He wanted to know all, and happening to look up and see 
Fleury, who was making himself agreeable to the silent and 
meditative Madame Pourtois, he*resolved to get to the 
bottom of this warped mind. Drawing a silvor cigar-case 
from his pocket, he opened it and held it out to the clerk. 

“One can see that you have come from America,” said the 
latter, looking at the havanas with slow admiration. 

He chose one, and gnawing off the end, began to blow out 
the smoke in thick clouds. 

“Tf you are going back to La Neuville, we might go to- 
gether.” 

‘“‘ With pleasure.” 

And they left the inn, escorted to the door by the colossal 
Pourtois. 

When they were on the road, Pascal threw one last glance 
at the high terrace where he fancied he could confusedly 
see the elegant figure of a girl walking; then familiarly 
taking Fleury’s arm he said with the frankness of a man 
who feels he can speak in confidence : * 

“Now we are alone, telhme about these Clairefonts.” 

“Ob, my dear sir, they are sinking deeper and déeper 
every day. At the present moment they have only their 
heads above water, and soon they won’t have even, that. 
The marquis is an, old fool, who for the last five-and-twenty 
years has taken more pains to ruin himself than a good 
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nothing but invent ploughs with double automatic. shares 
with which no one could plough, and rotary thrashers which 
thrashed the grain into marmalade, it didn’t so much matter. 
But one fine day he took it into his head to get up chalk by 
hydraulic power, and then he dug all over his estate, built a 
factory, and next mortgaged his land to meet the expenses 
of*the enterprise. It would have been better for him if he 
had thrown himself down the Great Marl-Pit which is a hun- 
dred and twenty yards deep. The old fellow is about as fit 
to manage an affair of that kind, as I am to set up sticks 
for peas. It wanted some one who knew what he was about 
to pull it off, and it was to the interest of the very one who 
could have done it for the business to go wrong.” 

Fleury winked his squinting eyes, gave vent to a little 
giggle, then went on: 

“Monsieur Pascal, your father is a man it is useless try- 
ing to resist, and I would rather be on bad terms with the 
devil than with him. The marquis knows now what he has 
to expect, and he must bitterly regret the shabby trick he 
played Monsieur Carvajan years ago.” 

Pascal glanced at his companion enquiringly. 

“Oh, you were not born. It is a very old tale, but your 
father knows how to reckon compound interest, and he lets 
yothing go unpaid.” 

“ But if the speculation you were speaking of turned out 
so hadly, why take so much tronble to get it into his own 
hands?” asked Pascal. 

“Because, properly managed, it would be an excellent 
one, Thelime from the Great Marl-Pit can bear comparison 
with the best from Belgium ; it is better than that from 
Senonches, and the whole hill which reaches from Clairefont 
to Lisors is‘tremendously rich in it. There are millions 
buried up there, and we shall know how to get them out. 
We shall obtain permission to dig the commons by paying a 
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as they like for more than a hundred years. *It means a 
fortune for all those who belong to the syndicate directed by 
Monsieur Carvajan--a sure and rapidly acquired fortune !” 

Fleury’s face was beaming, and he stretched out his 
hand as though to grasp the riches he could see the 
future held, 

“It means the ruin of the marquis,” said Pascal. 

“Oh, complete,” replied the clerk eagerly. ‘He must 
have given up trying to get lime by this tithe. All his pro- 
perty is mortgaged, and the mortgage will very shortly be 
foreclosed by your father who has advanced large sums to 
him through other people. The marquis is simply stripped. 
He's in a nice scrape, the old aristocrat!) 

“Then hasn’t Monsieur de Clairefont any one to help him 
with his advice and strength t” 

“Well it wouldn’t be his son, the rough, handsome lad 
you have just seen, who treats men as he does his dogs, 
when they do anything wrong. Where should he find sense 
enough to guide his father when he has not enough to 
govern himself? If it was a question of shooting a boar, of 
driving a restive horse, of eating or drinking for a whole 
evening, or of making love to a pretty girl, then you would 
always find him ready and able. But do not ask him to do 
any head-work ; he could not apply himself to it—he would 
die of apoplexy if he did not live in the open air. And he is 
the only man there is in the house, for I do not count the 
Baron de Croix-Mesnil who only comes every now and then 
to pay his addresses to Mademoiselle Antoinette.” 

At these words, Pascal stopped short as if he had seen an 

“abyss suddenly open at his feet. A great pallor overspread 
his face, and in a strangely-altered voice, he stammered : 

“Ts he her betrothed ?” 

“Yes He is a nice young fellow, : a captain of dragoons 
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* who will certainly slink off when he sees the plight his 
future father-in-law will be in.” 

Pascal breathed again. A horrible hope came into his 
heart at the thought that Antoinette might be deserted. 
He saw that his interests were the same as his father’s—he 
could expect nothing save by the ruin of the marquis. 
Arftoinette dowerless was much nearer to him. Then he 
shuddered as he surprised himself wishing that this disaster 
might come to pss, 

“What a heart I must have!” he said to himself. “Can 
I be as detestable as this Fleury who calmly gives me all 
these details and coolly discounts the misfortunes of this 
family? Come, am I going to join their abominable syn- 
dicate? Shall I seek to obtain this lovely girl by infamous 
means?” : 

He raised his head, stamped his foot on the ground and, 
his heart swelling with a bold hope, thus answered the 
question his conscience had just put to him: 

“No. It shall be by my devotion ! ” 


CHAPTER II. 


He who had dared to make so bitter and dangerous an enemy 
of Carvajan was now an old man with wrinkled brow, hair 
white as snow, bent shoulders and faltering gait. When he 
was young he had been called “handsome Clairefont,” and 
the implacable hatred of which he was the object had had 
its origin in a love adventure. 

When the present marquis was born in 1816, the Restora- 
tion was in the height of its power and brilliancy, His 
father, enriched by the fortune of his wife—a pretty English- | 
women he had married during his exile—had bought back 
the ancestral chiteau and acquired an estate which brought 
him in a hundred and twenty thousand livres a year, while 
the favour with which he was regarded by Louis XVIII— 
whose partner he had been at whist for over twenty-five 
years, from Coblentz to Verona, and from Hartwell to Paris, 
following the exiled monarch through all his wanderings— 
had procured him the post of Gentleman of the Chamber 
and the title of Commandeur de Saint-Louis ; in fact: few of 
the faithful soldiers who had spilt their blood before the 
Republican cannon during the Vendeau troubles, received as 
substantial rewards for their heroism as did Monsieur de 
Clairefont for the rubbers he had played. 

When he was thirteen years old, Count Honoré lost 
his mother. It was the first real grief of his life and one 
which would probably have left him inconsolable, had his 


father allowed him leisure td indulge it. But the marquis 
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give him some distraction, obtained his admission to the 
court of Charles X in the quality of page. Honoré pleased 
by his graceful vivacity. The Duchess de Berry took a 
liking to him and deigned to caress the fair-haired boy, aud 
the son seemed destined to the same good fortune as the 
father. He was indeed already learning whist, when the 
Reolution, which delights to shuffle the cards of men and 
kiugs, sent Charles X post haste to Cherbourg, where he 
embarked for En@land. The marquis, whose whole life had 
been passed in exile, did not think it wise to avoid the dull 
life which he knew would be so brilliantly rewarded sooner 
or later, and he therefore followed his sovereign to Garitz 
and commenced to initiate his son into the art, which he 
knew so well, of wooing misfortune. 

This second emigration, the hardships of which were con- 
siderably mitigated by the enjoyment of a considerable 
fortune, lasted much longer than the marquis had thought 
likely. The younger branch which had been planted on the 
throne took root strongly, and Honoré de Clairefont, who 
had gone to the foreign land a boy, grew up there and be- 
came a man, and as he grew older, curious dissimilarities 
showed themselves between his character and that of his 
father. 

Just as the companion of the Comte de Provence was 
frivolous, sceptical and overflowing with the somewhat 
vicious wit and graces of the eighteenth century, so was 
the page of the Comte d’Artois generous, enthusiastic and a 
firm believer in the utilitarian theories of the new epoch. 
His father, who was ignorant to a truly aristocratic degree, 
seeing his son’s inclination to studious pursuits, laughed at 
an application which he thought deplorably plebeian. 

“For what are you preparing yourself, my boy ?” he said 
to Honoré. “Do you wish to be a mechanic or a trades- 

*man? There is but one science that a man of vour rank 
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is the only one of which you know nothing. 7¢ distresses 
me to find you have the tastes of a miserable tutor, for they 
will give people a wrong impression about you and will 
hinder your advancement in the world. You must have 
inherited these ideas from your mother’s side—she had 
some drapers in her family in the time of that rascal Crom- 
well—for the Clairefonts never studied anything, except 
how to fence and to spend their revenues royally. Their 
birth taught them enough about other things.” 

This sarcasm did not convert Honoré who found relief in 
his studies from the dull life he led at the melancholy court 
of the unthroned monarch. He was devoted to physics and 
chemistry. He had made the acquaintance of un exceed- 
ingly learned man, a retired professor of the University of 
Jena, whose liking he had gained by his attentions, and 
with him he passed some delightful hours in a study fitted 
up asa laboratory. One morning, when a particularly loud 
explosion had taken place during an experiment, bis father 
banteringly asked him what it was he was making with so 
much noise, and as Honoré, who stood in great awe of the 
marquis, made uo answer : 

“Tf it is the elixir of long life, that my friend the Comte 
de Saint-Germain pretended he possessed, you would do 
well to give ine a little bottle of it, for I have not felt very 
well for some time.” 

The young count, feeling uneasy, spoke to his father’s 
doctor, but their care was of no avail and the marquis died, 
his anly disease being that he was eighty-four years old? 

Thus Honoré was hardly of age when he found himself 
rich, free, and tolerably tired of living ina foreign land. Car- 
ing very little about sulking in the salons of an exiled prince, 
and scarcely more than a boy, he returned to France and 
hastened to see Clairefont once again. The air of his native 
country threw him into a strange ecstasy and he felt that 
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novel sensation for him. The bloed coursed through his 
veins at an unwonted rate, he-thought Jess of his chemical 
formule, neglected his Jaboratory, and. juade up his. ‘mind to 
pass the winter in Paris. 

The marquig had died a little to6! soon, in i. had seen 
Honoré gambling, going to suppe? parties and all-the 
rest of it, he would have borne away with him the comfort- 
ing conviction that the name of Clairefont had not descended 
toa scholarly pedant. The young man joined the Jockey 
Club, thep not long founded, ran his own horses, was well 
known behind the scenes at the opera, and, as his income 
was not sufficient for his expenses, cheerfully broké into his 
capital, 

Every summer he passed two or three months at Claire- 
font for the shooting, throwing La Neuville into a state of 
stupetied amazement by the style of his carriages and the 
splendour of his receptions. The most extraordinary tales 
were told about the fétes the young lord provided for his 
‘friends. It was said that eighty bottles of champagne had 
been drunk at one dinner; that women dressed like men 
joined in the shooting-parties, and that one of them had 
even lodged some lead in the calves of one of the beaters as 
she was shooting at a deer. The wounded man had been 
recompensed for his pain by a gift of two thousand francs— 
a little fortune! The peasants were deeply impressed, and 
the days that there was any shooting, they carefully placed 
themselves in dangerous places in the hopes of getting a 
similar windfall. : 

Honoré was a handsome man, of middle height and with 
fair hair and very soft blue eyes, and when he drove through 
the town in his tilbury, the hoofs of his horses making the 
window-panes rattle again, more than one woman came to 
the window to peep, and many hearts beat the quicker for 
his sake. But what was there to hope from an exquisite 
who was said to have had marvellous luck in his love affairs 
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at Paris and to bird. and bold with the “same: flowery” 
chains the most celebrated actresses and -the proudest 
court Jadies ?. And yet.am event.was on the eve of coming 
-to pass which caused an immense sensation in the neigh- 
bourhood and exercised a tremendous influence over the life 
of the marquis. ‘ 

Tn the Rue du Marché, near the public fountain, the c8n- 
tinual sprinkling from whioh had stained the walls with a 
greenish moisture, there stood a low anf narrow house, 
with a pointed, slanting gable and sash-windows with green 
glass bull’s eye panes. Above the door hung a black board 
bearing these words: “Gatelier, Dealer in Hay, Oats ‘and 

Fodder.” And the little shop on the ground-floor was filled 

with sacks of grain, while in a vast case which was fastened 
to the wall, jars of samples hardly ever moved were growing 
mouldy under the dust. But this damp, dull, little house 
into which the sun never shone seemed a bright and lumi- 
nous abode to the marquis, for one market-day when his 
‘varriage had come to a standstill through a block in the 
road he had cast an absent glance at the sombre interior 
and had been dazzled by the sight that met his eyes. 
Seated at the open window, her fingers busy with some 
embroidery, was a young girl, fair as one of Raphaél’s 
Madonnas. Her skin was ivory white, her mouth dreamy 
and tender, her blue eyes were fringed with long dark 
lashes and there was the delicate, charming grace about 
her of a fower which is drooping for want of sun and air. 

The carts which had stopped the way had gone on, the 
peasants who were driving their bargains with the aid of 
much shouting and pounding of fists had gone to a neigh- 
bouring’ inn, the road was clear and the marquis’s horses 
were impatiently pawing the ground, and still their master 
stayed with his eyes fixed on the window which served as 
a frame for a picture of such exquisite beauty, forgetting 


where he was, indifferent to the stare of passers-by, disdain- 
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ing the remarks of the middle-class townspeople, absorbed 
in admiration, and ardently longing to get out of his 
carriage to draw near to the girl who had made so deep an 
impression on him, The sound of a tinkling bell, put in 
motion by the opening of the shop door, disagreeably aroused 
him from his ecstasy, and he glanced regretfully at the 
difty street and the old dark house, wondering by what 
irony of fate this pearl should dwell in such a dust-heap. 
Then he felt a* sort of magnetic attraction—a man had 
come to the door and leaning against the door-post was 
directing the irritating gaze of his} yellow eyes upon the 
marquis. Monsieur de Clairefont calmly examined this im- 
pertinent individual from the height of his seat. He saw 
that he was small and thin, with a sly-looking face in which 
shone two eyes which possessed an expression of remark- 
able vivacity. He was dressed like a workman in a waist- 
coat of gray ratteen and green corduroy trousers, worn 
at the knees. As he was still staring at him, the girl 
raised her head and noticed Honoré stationcd before 
the shop. She blushed, turned away her head, put 
on an air of indifference, and, leaving her seat, moved to 
the obscure end of the shop, where the marquis heard her 
say in a soft, musical voice : 

“Finish your accounts, Carvajan, instead of looking into 
the street.” 

The clerk shook his head as though to chase away some 
disagreeable thought, turned once more his sombre threaten- 
ing face towards the young nobleman, then slowly let go of 
the door which swung to with a rattle of its panes. Honoré 
touched his horses with the whip, and turning to his servant 
who was sitting on the back seat with folded arms and im- 
passive face : 

“Who is that pretty girl?” he asked with an affectation 
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man. “She is well known round here: her name is Fdile, ‘ 
but she is generally called the belle grainetidre.” 

“Ts she straight 1” 

“Oh, perfectly, sir. Her father is pretty well off, 
and if she has any ambition she could marry at least a 
bailiff.” 

“And who's that fellow with a face like a fox who: waseat 
the door?” 

“ That's Caryajan, the shopman. He’s » knowing, hard- 
working lad, who keeps the shop going, for old Gatelier 
spends more time at the tavern than he does in looking 
after his business.” 

Monsieur de Clairefont nodded his head to signify that 
he knew all he wished to learn, and the well-trained lackey 
resumed his solemn silence. 

After that, Honoré was continually to be seen passing 
through the Rue du Marché. He invented pretexts for go- 
ing into the town, walking down the steep slope leading 
from Clairefont to La Neuville, where the tradespeople met 
him meandering along with his stick under his arm, lost in 
thought. His conduct gave rise to endless gossip. What 
motive could the marquis have in walking through these 
streets paved with stones so rough that they cut the feet, 
when he had the velvety paths of his park? For whom did 
he come } 

Carvajan knew well for whom it was——Carvajan who from 
“an attic window watched the young man every time he 

walked through the street. From the very first, he had 
: instinctively known that it was Edile who was the attraction, 
and a sudden wild and implacable hatred had arisen in his 
heart. He had felt that his ambition, which was to succeed. 
his master, and his happiness, which would have been to 
marry this charming girl, were being threatened at one and 
the same time, and that his plans, which he had so carefully 
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Gatelier, were being compromised merely through tho 
caprice of an aristocrat. 

He would turn pale with rage when he heard the firm sharp 
step of the marquis on the pavement, during the hours when 
everyone else was shut up at home overcome by the heat. 
He pondered all sorts of terrible schemes of vengeance, and 
as he leant out of his garret with his eyes fixed on his 
enemy, he thought of how providentially a piece of stone 
falling from the-high gable of the old house could put an 
end to the adventure, and unconsciously he dug his fingers 
into the crevices of the wall. One day a fragment of mortar 
falling on the shoulder of the marquis made him look up, 
and in the shadow of the window he distinguished a face 
with two gleaming, tiger-like eyes, Honoré realised the 
danger and afterwards took care to walk on the other side 
of the way—he had recognised the man who had taken up 
the position of an enemy the first day he had seen him. 

The marquis made inquiries and found that Gatelier’s 
clerk was the son of a Spanish non-commissioned officer 
named Juan Carvajal who had come to France in the train 
of King Joseph in 1813. He had settled in La Neuville 
and had gained a scanty living by writing letters, &c., for the 
peasants, and Carvajal Juan being contracted into Carvajan 
by the colloquial pronunciation of the country-people, this 
altéred form of the name became the one that was always 
used. 

But if the cornchandler’s clerk had inherited a French name 
from his father, it was not the same with his character or his 
temperament. Intelligent and comparatively well-educated 
owing to his origin, he had a most passionate and vindictive 
nature. He was a man to patiently wait his time to strike 
an enemy, but, when the moment came, to slaughter and 
to show no mercy. 

He had entered Gatelier’s service when he was sixteen, 
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can obtain over the rustic population. He #as too am- 
bitious to limit his ideas to the making of a fortune, and 
he dreamed of creating for himself an important position in 
the province. He carefully watched the social changes 
which were taking place in France, and, foreseeing the pre- 
dominance of the wealthy middle-class, he determined to be 
a rich bourgeois and to have the whole arrondissement under 
his control. Thus the Marquis Honoré had a formidable 
adversary to contend against, though he was quite uncon- 
scious of the fact. 

The Neuville fair which takes place on Saint Firmin’s 
day, fell that year on Sunday the twenty-fifth of September. 
This fair answers the double purpose of giving the little 
town an opportunity of enjoying itself and also of treating 
about business affairs, for the large land-owners and farmers 
of the district come in throngs to the four days’ fair where 
large sales of horses, cattle and cereals take place. Old 
Gatelier had always made his provision for the winter at 
this fair. It was then that he met the farmers and struck 

~ his bargains seated at a table at the Café du Commerce 
with the aid of numerous nips of spirit. Not for an hour 
during the whole three days was the cornehandler sober, 
and, strange to say, the more tipsy he was the harder 
were the bargains be drove. As his mouth opened, his purse 
closed. On the third day the good man was always as round as 
a barrel, all his purchases were completed, and he was 
carried to his own home, there to sleep himself sober. 

While their elders settled their Lusiness, the younger 
people gave themselves up to pleasnre, and the public ball, 
which was then held in a tent erected before the mayoralty, 
was always crowded, All the middle-class population of La 
Neuville went to it, and the high families in the neighbour- 
hood put in an appearance from a feeling of friendly conde- 
grension to their farmers. whose wives and dauchters looked 
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customary for the gentry to dance at least one dance, 
and Carvajan thought with a thrill of hatred that the young 
marquis would be able to ask Edile to be his partner and 
then to talk to her, while he would have to stand by power- 
less to interfere. 

To his great surprise Honoré did not appear at the ball 
the first day of the féte. He showed himself in the market- 
place, chatted ,With the farmers, paid attention to their 
daughters, spent money at all the stalls, distributed his 
purchases amongst the children who flocked round him, 
found a pleasant word and smile for all, and then withdrew, 
saying he had a violent headache, while Kdile laughed, 
danced, and amused herself, affecting such utter indifference 
that Jean, freed from his apprehensions, relaxed his watch- 
fulness. He even began to think that the marquis’s cap- 
rice was but a passing one, and that some other fantasy had 
already put it out of his head ; and so he took confidence, 
and laughing at his own fears about his compromised 
future and lost happiness, displayed an unusual flow of 
spirits. . 

On the Sunday, he competed in the games of skill pre- 
pared for the young men, with the passionate earnestness 
which was natural to him, and gained several prizes. The 
marquis had not been seen, and it was said that he was ill, 
so for a few hours Carvajan was completely happy. His 
heart expanded, his nerves were strung to the pitch of en- 
joyment, and he led the dance with indefatigable zeal. At 
midnight, just as the ball was at its height, he looked for 
idile to ask her to be his partner, He could not find her, 
He asked all Gatelier’s friends after her, but no one had 
seen her. Carvajan’s limbs trembled, a mist floated before 
his eyes, and he was choked by a terrible palpitation of the 
heart. He had a presentiment that he had been tricked, 
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master incapable of putting two ideas togethers or of walk-* 
ing a yard, and then he ran to the Rue du Marché, hoping 
that Kdile, fecling tired, had gone home, but before he 
reached the house he saw that it was all dark, and that 
there was no light in the young girl’s room. He went in, 
hastened up the stairs which echoed mournfully beneath 
his feet, and knocked at the door. There was no answer, 
and for a moment he stood dazed, listening to the dull, 
quick beating of his heart ; then, overwhelmed by the sense 
of his helplessness, he sat on the stairs and wept for rage as 
much as grief, 

He remained there a long while, pondering terrible 
schemes of vengeance, while the noise of the féte and the 
music of the orchestra sounded in his ears, deadened by 
the distance. Then one idea gleamed bright in his anger- 
clouded brain. Perhaps Kdile was at Clairefont, perhaps 
there was yet time to tear her from the marquis. He 
rushed downstairs, and then along the rugged road of the 
plateau. He did not take more than a quarter of an hour 
to climb the steep hill, and he tore like a madman.to the 
park-gate, which he found open. A carriage and two vigor- 
ous post-horses stood before the chateau ; he heard the door 
close with a bang which seemed to shake his very heart, 
and just as the coachman was about to start, he ran for- 
ward. In the darkness of the carriage he could confusedly 
see the forms of a man and woman, and with a moan he 
seized the handle of the door, and opened it, crying : 

“« fadile 1” 

He was answered by a stifled exclamation, while at the 
same moment a muscular hand seized the collar of his coat 
and threw him back, and an imperious voice said : 

“ Drive on! ” 

Carvajan saw that nearly every chance was gone, and 
that it needed but a turn of the wheels to place between 
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“bridge over”, Making a last attempt, he sprang to the 
horses’ heads, shouting : 

« Edile, get out! There is yet time! I will not let you 
go!” 

The horses were prancing and impatiently champing their 
bits. The same imperious voice, now slightly shaking with 
anger, spoke again : 

“Let us have an end of this! If he does not go away 

. cut him across the face with your whip.” 

The coachman raised his arm, there was a swishing sound, 
and Carvajan, with bleeding cheek, and chest bruised by 
the carriage-pole, fell to the ground. é 

When he regained consciousness, the courtyard was dark 
and silent, and in the distance on the Paris high road, look- 
ing like two stars, shone the lanterns of the carriage which 
was bearing away Edile and her seducer. Carvajan rose to 
his feet, and with dry eyes and aching heart walked back to 
the Rue du Marché, where old Gatelier had just been put to 
bed. He went to his master, tried to arouse him, shouted 
in his ear that his daughter had gone away, that she had 
eloped with Monsieur de Clairefont. 

“Carried off, do you hear ?” he yelled, digging his fingers 
into the arm of the old drunkard, “Carried off by that 
scoundrel—” 

Ab, ah—carried off,” hiccoughed Gatelier, in whose 
brains there still lingered some dim notions of commercial 
enterprise. “Carried off—but you know, Carvajan, the 
carriage, as in all our deliveries, must be paid by the buyer.” 

The clerk left go of the wretched old man who at once 
dropped into a heavy sleep again, and going up to his attic 
Carvajan threw himself on his bed, consumed with shame 
and anger. 

However, Edile’s flight, which seemed destined to upset 
all Carvajan’s plans. resulted moct hannile fax bin, BOLL 
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turng out for the best, even misfortune. Gatelier, forsaken 

. by his daughter, could find no other remedy for his grief 
but an increase of drunkenness, He simply lived at the 
Café du Commerce, and from morning to night he was to 
be seen there, his eyes glaring, his speech thick, while the 
table which was reserved for him became covered with his 
empty glasses, Completely besotted, he no longer paid any 
attention to his business, never mentioned his daughter's 
name, left the direction of his house entirely to Carvajan, 
and in three years his shop acquired an importance it had 
never had when it was GAtelier who settled his bargains be- 
tween his drinks, 

Carvajan, cold, methodical, active and exact, went all 
over the district visiting the farmers and advancing money 
to those who were embarrassed, taking as security the fields 
of oats or barley as they stood, and thus laying the founda- 
tions of an agrarian bank, which in Jater life was of the 
utmost importance to him, both from a financial and_poli- 
tical point of view. 

At the beginning of the fourth year, Gatelier died. His 
funeral was very largely attended, for all his drinking 
companions were there, His daughter, who arrived the 
morning the burial took place, went straight to the Rue du 
Marché, whence she went to the church with Carvajan, 
dressed in black, and wearing a thick crape veil, which hid 
her face completely. After the ceremony, she returned to 
the Rue du Marché, and left La Neuville again that evening, 
after remaining shut up with Carvajan the whole day. 

The following morning the house-painter was summoned 
and told to erase the old inscription from the door and to 
put the name of Carvajan in the place of Gatelier, and thus 
La Neuville learnt that the clerk had become the head, and 
had succeeded to his master’s business. But what contract 
had been approved by Edile, ar what agreement had been 
arranged between her and the man who had so dearly loved 
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her, no one ever knew. She never returned to La N euville, 
and there was a vague report that she was living in Paris, 
while some of the towns-people who set up for being well- 
informed about what was passing in the capital, said that 
the marquis had soon tired of the pretty villager, and had 
left her, after handsomely setting her up in a large under- 
clothing shop. Edile had in fact married a bureaucrat with 
whom she lived very happily, and that was the common- 
place conclusion of her love-tale. For some time Carvajan 
went about looking pale and sad, but no one dared to ques- 
tion him, although the curiosity was general, for this ‘thin, 
angular little man had a way of staring at the importunate, 
which put an end to any familiarity. 

From this time Carvajan lived but for his hatred and 
ambition, and he was not distracted from one by the other, 
for both had the same object in view, and the progress that 
was made by the one was also made by the other. His 
ambition was to overthrow and take the place of the Mar- 
quis de Clairefont, who occupied the highest position and 
possessed the largest fortune in the province, and his hatred 
would be amply satisfied when this twofold result was ob- 
tained. A man who ardently and persistently pursues one 
aim in life is invincible, and Carvajan, who was endowed 
with an imperious will and inexhaustible patience, was de- 
termined to subordinate every act of his existence to the 
slow, sure preparation of his vengeance. 

He knew that the result he was aiming at he would perhaps 
have to wait years to attain, but he was impassively prepar- 
ed to go on working at his subterranean mine, until the day 
when a last blow would bring about the final downfall. The 
absence of the marquis had in no wise lessened the violence 
of his feelings, for he had but to look up to remember. 
There on the hill was the white wall of Clairefont, and there 
was the spot where he had arrived after a breathless course 
to Testi aileron the wight ont seks OME he Cece. 
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should have been so completely duped by that lad ofa 
marquis! Although it was ten years ago he turned pale 
with anger and humiliation at the thought. 

From a distance he watched Honoré’s life, and noted with 
a ferocious joy that the aristocrat’s fortune was diminishing 
as his own augmented. Monsieur de Clairefont, soon tired 
of his frivolous existence, had returned to his scientific 
amusements, and had started various indugtrial enterprises 
not one of which succeeded. His mind was more quick 
than well-balanced, more impetuous than practical; he 
would take up an idea, follow it for a time, and think of 
nothing else, then, after a great waste of time and money, 
abandon it for another. Carvajan, who received exact in- 
formation about all these costly experiments, laughed 
sardonically and said : 

“You will see that there will be no need for re to 
interfere; he will ruin himself.” 

One day some news which thrilled Carvajan with sombre 
joy was spread through the town. The marquis had returned 
to his estate, A carriage bearing a coat-of-arms had been 
seen waiting at the railway-station, and a gentleman had 
come by the train, a dim shadow of the brilliant seigneur 
who had turned all the feminine heads in La Neuville in 
bygone times. Carvajan, wishing to ascertain for himself 
the presence of his enemy, climbed the hillside and from the 
road saw the chateau windows thrown wide open. For a 
long time he stayed at the edge of the terrace, plunged in 
gloomy meditation, and when evening was drawing on he 
saw Honoré walking slowly amidst the flower-beds, Carva- 
jan hardly knew him, so altered was he. The figure which 
used to be so lithe and slender had broadened, the handsome 
charming features were not so clearly cuts the hair was 
very thin, He was still a fine, noblelooking gentleman, 
but be was no longer the good-looking youth with the 
womanish graces which had made him so fascinating. Car- 
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vajan watched him with his piercing eyes, and when he had 
seen him disappear round a bend in the path: 

“So you are imprudent enough to return within my 
reach,” be said, stretching out a menacing hand in the 
direction in which the marquis had gone, “Very well, we 
will see which will win.” 

And slowly he returned to the dark and gloomy little 
house where he fostered his hatred in solitude. 

Honoré was fated to astonish the inhabitants of La 
Neuville. As before he had led a mad, noisy existence, so 
he now lived a retired and industrious one. He was 
assiduous in his endeavours to improve his lands and make 
the most of his woods. He seemed to have peculiar ideas 
about everything for he turned most of the spare ground 
about the chateau into meadows and erected a model dairy, 
while in the midst of the Clairefont woods he set up a steam 
saw and began to effect some important clearings. He was 
constantly to be seen inspecting his works and he never 
seemed so happy as when in the midst of his workmen. 
He applied all sorts of improvements of his own invention 
to the processes of felling the trees and was always ready 
to put his hand to the work when the apparatus did not 
act, The rest of his time he passed in a turret-room filled 
with physical and chemical apparatus, and where he had 
had furnace constructed for his chemical experiments, and 
he lived there in the glow of light which fell through the col- 
oured panes of the large old windows like some Doctor Faust, 
A servant had one day burnt his hands terribly with a phial 
of acid, and since then the marquis had given the task of 
tidying the laboratory entirely to a confidential valet who 
had accompanied him everywhere and was very devoted to 
him. This gave rise to extraordinary tales about this room 
‘phich wae now sarnunded with weatase Th <sc eat dhax 
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evening the windows of the turret were illumined with a 
fantastic glow, the passers-by watched with terror the 
gleams which shot out amidst the darkness in the distance. 

He had no doubt discovered a secret way of manuring his 
fields and fertilising his meadows, for since he had interested 
himself in agriculture his harvests were immense. 

“Our master certainly gets fine wheat and plenty of hay,” 
said his farmers enviously ; “ but he knows how much his 
crops bring him in. We don’t what manufes he uses, but 
they cost a great deal and perhaps they’re not right for men 
to use,” 

Carvajan, who did not believe in witchcraft, saw at once 
how he could turn the marquis’s new line of conduct to his own 
advantage. In the visits he was constantly paying all over 
the arrondissement, he said to the farmers : 

“Well, my good friends, you have an unexpected rival. 
Monsieur Honoré is growing crops and sending his milk to 
market. He has the means of working on a large scale, and 
you must expect a fall in prices, for of course he doesn’t 
want the money and he will undersell you.” 

In this way he indirectly excited discontent. He had 
already found an ally in Tondeur the wood-merchant, who- 
could not watch in silence Monsieur de Clairefont cutting 
down his own oaks and sending them direct to the great 
ship-building yards to be used for ships and harbour works ; 
while what made him most wrathful of all was the steam-saw 
that the marquis used. On that point he could never say 
enough. 

“What!” he would exclaim to his boon companions at 
the inn. “ Here are we poor wretches with only our arms to 
get us a living, and here’s this man, with all his money, 
lessening our chances of employment by using machines 
which go by themselves. A wood-cutter can only get two 
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work for thet. There are more workmen now than there 
is work for them to do.” PA 

As a matter of fact, the steam-engine and the saws of 
Honoré’s invention, not only brought in no money but cost 
a great deal. But by lowering the rate of wages the timber- 
merchant attained the double end of doing the marquis con- 
siderable moral harm and of making a good deal of money. 

Yet, in spite of all that Carvajan and his clique could say, 
the popularitytof the chateau was still great and the work 
of destruction which was begun was evidently not to be 
finished in a day. 

In 1847, Monsieur de Clairefont having stood as a 
candidate at the elections for the General Council with the 
support of the Royalist committees, had won by a large 
majority, utterly defeating Zéphyre Dumontier, the wealthy 
miller of the valley, who represented the Republican party. 
The electoral campaign had been a hardly-fought one, and 
Carvajan had shown himself so strongly in favour of Honoré’s 
opponent that the miller’s daughter was struck by his 
behaviour and thought that what the cornchandler was doing 
from hatred he was doing from love. Carvajan was too 
practical not to profit by the advantages he possessed in the 
damsel’s imagination, and six months later he married her 
with a dowry of a hundred thousand francs, 

“The following year, the marguis married also, marrying 
for love instead of for money as his father had done. His 
bride was the younger daughter of the Baron de -Saint 
Maurice whose estates were near those of Monsieur de 
Clairefont, and who was an old man of great pride and little 
fortune, possessed with a great sense of his own high rank 
and important position, which aristocratic ideas he had 
transmitted to his elder daughter, Mademoiselle Isabelle. 
The new marchioness, who was a simple, sweet-tempered 
woman, bore her husband two children, Robert and 
Antoinette, and was during her too brief lifetime the angel 
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of the household. When at thirty-five years’ of age she 
died, she took with her all the wisdom of the house and left 
Honoré an easy prey to his inventive mania which had 
become more intense and more costly as he grew older. 

Robert was thirteen and Antoinette ten when they lost 
their mother, and to take her place they had only a father 
absorbed in schemes of a scientific Utopia, and an old 
maiden aunt, whom celibacy had made decidedly masculine, 
and who was fifty years behind current ideas. 

Mademoiselle Isabelle had deserted the little Chateau de 
Saint-Maurice to take up her abode at Clairefont, and while 
her brother-in-law passed his life in making discoveries 
which were admirable in theory but ruinous in practice, 
she taught her young niece to ride, shot in the park with 
her hephew, and astonished everyone by her decided tone, 
her strange theories and her outspokenness, though at heart 
she was the most moral woman that ever lived, and so ugly 
into the bargain that no one could ever have conceived the 
shadow of an improper thought about her. She was ignor- 
ant to the point of saying that Henri 1V was the son of 
Henri III, and had a brusque sensitiveness which was 
almost an inclination to grumble. She had nearly a beard, 
and if anyone had so far forgotten himself as to call her 
madame instead of mademoiselle she would have been cap- 
able of boxing his ears. Never had so many barbarisms 
fallen from one mouth before. A very ordinary expression 
of hers was : : : 

“My nephew rides like a bucentaur.” 

The marquis had tried to tell her of the education of 

" Achilles and the lessons of the centaur Chiron and to make 
her see the difference between a man-horse and the barge of 
the doge of Venice, but she had answered readily ; 

“My dear, leave me alone with your ‘correctments.’ 
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know what £ mean, and until now your son and danghter 
have understood what I wished to say. |The rest can go* 
hang! Our forefathers didwt know as much as you do; 
and things couldn’t have gone better than they did in their 
time,# whereas nowadays everything is in a regular ‘ca- 
cophony.’” 

"His Aunt Isabelle had exercised a most harmful: influence 
over Robert’s character. From his childhood she had petted 
the young court with a rough affection, aud had led him to 
think that the world had been created for the special plea- : 
sure and use of the Clairefonts and Saint Maurices, and 
that the other living beings who happened to be on it were 
merely the humble servants of these two noble families. 

And Robert, who was a handsome, good-natured, ruddy- 
complexioned boy, gifted with an extraordinarily idle mind 
and a prodigiously active body, did credit to his Aunt 
Isabelle’s system of education and showed himself the most 
ardent sportsman, the deepest drinker, and the boldest lover 
in the department. There was something of the masculine 
and brutal grandeur of the feudal lords about him, and 
when her brother in-law bewailed his son’s idleness and 
turbulent ways, old Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice would 
say with pride: 

“Yes, you are quite amazed at him, no doubt. You are 
a Clairefont of to-day, he is a Clairefont of the past.” 

As for Antoinette, she had developed into a charming, 
simple, modern young lady, in spite of her aunt’s tumultu- 
ous teaching. She was not at all like a marchioness in her 
manners, which were as sweet and gentle as her brother's 
were noisy, and by varied reading she had managed to learn 
a great deal without neglecting the physical exercises of 
which old Mademoiselle Isabelle was such an ardent up- 
holder. She was tall and exquisitely proportioned ; her 
eyes were dark, shining, and full of expression, her face was 
oval and fresh-complexioned, and when her curved lips were 
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parted, two rows of. small, even white teeth could Be seen, 
“while, notwithstanding her height, she had tiny hands and 
feet. There was an air of chegrful good-nature about her ; 
one felt that she was healthy in mind and body—indeed 
she was suggestive of a firm ripe peach, delightful alike to 
eye and taste. 

She adored her father whom she spoilt like a child. The 
énly one in the house who paid any attention to his scien- 
,tific theories, she tried hard to understaad them, and, 
when she did not succeed, confidently admired them all the 
same. She drew clear copies of his plans and filled them in 
with water-colours to Monsieur de Clairefont’s intense de- 
light; and the touching admiration he read in his daughter's 
eyes was the sweetest triumph the marquis could have had, 
It was, besides, his only one, for never had so unlucky an 
inventor existed. Not once had Monsieur de Clairefont— 
whose fertile brain was constantly filled with fresh ideas— 
obtained a result of any practical use. He devoted himself 
to trying to find some bold and profitable improvements in 
agricultural matters ; bold his inventions certainly were—— 
some people indeed called them mad—but profitable they 
were not, except as far as the men who sold the apparatus, 
the chemical products and the other costly things needed 
to carry out his ideas were concerned. 

Aunt Isabelle expressed her opinion on her brother-in-law’s 
reasoning monomania with perfect frankness, 

“You've got a tile loose,” she told him. “ You're not 
mad enough to be shut up in a lunatic asylum, and you’ve 
not got enough sense to be left free. You'll squander all 
your money on your ‘machinations,’ and when it’s all gone, 
neither you nor I will know where to get any more from. 
In olden times a good lettre de cachet would have calmed 
you down, but now one can get nothing of the sort, and in 
the meantime you're throwing everything away.” 
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uttered by che old virago almost at the top of her voice, 
and only answered : 

“One of these days, sister, I shall find what Iam secking, 
and you will be astounded by seeing me make a fortune 
which will be envied by our largest merchants, for with one 
stroke I shall gain riches and renown.” 

“And then people will say: ‘Clairefont, dealer in this, 
or manufacturer of that.’ A fine renown indeed! When 
you married my sister, you still had eighty thousand francs 
a year. It was a good income, and you should have kept 
within it and have laid something by to give your children. 
But you prefer to lavish it on science, and allow yourself to 
be taken in by swindlers who charge you a tremendous 
+ price for little odds and ends not worth twopence, and nover 
think of the future. But you have enemies, and you know 
the proverbp—‘ You shouldn't count without your hoist.’ ” 

“Without your host, my dear sister,” corrected Honoré, 
gently,*and, with a shake of his head, which was already 
white, he went up to his turret again, where he found de- 
licious repose in throwing himself into the problems which 
were such a source of joy to him although not of fortune. 

In spite of the anxiety that the daily diminution in the 
marquis’s financial resources caused his family, the occu- 
pants of Clairefont were happy, and this was not the case 
in Carvajan’s house, notwithstanding the notorious increase 
of influence he had gained and the carefully-concealed 
gtowth of his wealth. 

"For the last ten years, the little house in the Rue du 
‘\ Marché had remained just the same as when it was oceupied 
by old Gatelier, except that now it was Carvajan and his 
family wit6- lived their hardworking lives there instead of 
the tipsy old ecornchandler. The illusions of Monsieur 
Dumontier’s daughter had been speedily dissipated, and she 
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child was the only bright spot in her life, and she devoted 
herself to him with passionate ardour. Little Pascal was 
her all—her present and her future; bis smile made her 
forget her sorrows, and she cheerfully acquiesced in Carva- 
jan’s rigid economy, thinking that one day her son would 
be the richer for it. 

Pascal grew up in the low, narrow, dark, old house in 
fear and trembling of his father—that terrible man with 
the bronzed skin, sharp nose, and eyes as rourd, shining and 
as yellow as golden /ow’s. But behind this threatening 
countenance was his mother’s pale; sad face—the mother 
whose gentle look seemed to reach his heart, and whose 
tender words opened and instructed his mind. They lived, 
she and he, in a room wainscotted with dark wood, and with 
one window still filled with the old greenish panes, on the 
sill of which stood a large box full of growing pinks and 
wallflowers. Pascal used to take his playthings by this 
window, which was the only bright and cheerful place in 
the sombre house, and thus his mother could feast her eyes 
on her child and her flowers at the same time. 

Carvajan was only seen at meal-times. When he was not 
hastening along the surrounding roads, he shut himself up 
in his office, which was ou the ground floor, and whithe: the 
farmers in need of a loan brought, clinging to their heavy 
boots, specimens of the soil of ali the hamlets in the district. 
The heavy knocker, lifted by impatient hands, would echo 
dully through the hall, and then on the stones came the drawl- 
ing step of the servant going to open the door. Sometimes 
the sound of a violent discussion, promptly stopped by Cur 
vajan’s sharp, incisive tones, reached the first storey ; the 
doors would be slammed, and Pascal would put his head out 
of the window between the flower-stalks and see the visitor 
walking down the Rue du Marché, with his head bent and his 
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the mah tumed round, displaying an angry face and threaten- 
ing fist, and once a peasant had stood before the house and 
cried : 

“You have my cows, you have my land. Do you want 
my skin as well, you scoundrel of a usurer?” 

The child was only seven years old when this incident 
occurred, and he pondered over it a long while, fecling that 
it was an insult that had been addressed to his father but 
failing to undeestand its signification. The word impressed 
itself upon his memory, and he turned it over and over in 
his mind, trying to discover its sense and weight, In his 
imagination, he formed a terrible image of a usurer, in the 
form of one of those dark ferocious giants of the fairy 
tales, who are the terror of the innocent and the weak. 
He dreamt of this creation at night, seeing the horrible 
monster with his father’s face, until at last he could contain 
himself no longer, and, after a great deal of hesitation, ven- 
tured to ask his mother— 

«What is a usurer ?” 

The poor woman turned pale beneath her child’s limpid 
gaze, For a moment she was silent, then she said : 

“Why do you ask?” 

Pascal told her of the scene he had witnessed and, after a 
moment’s melancholy thought, Madame Carvajan said : 

“Never repeat that word, my darling, hose who are 
unhappy are very often unjust. That man was very likely 
going away from here without having obtained what he had 
hoped for and he blamed your father for his disappointment. 
But you may be sure that even if Carvajan is sometimes a 
little hard in business matters, he is scrupulously honest. 
In short, he is your father, and you ought to love and re- 
spect him.” 

But as she spoke there was a slight quiver in her voice and 
her eyes filled with tears. Pascal never forgot this scene 
and later on he understood its painful meaning. 
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Of the merciless warfare that his father had commenced 
against the Marquis de Clairefont, Pascal was totally ignorant 
during his youth, for Carvajan knew how to keep his secrets 
and he had never confided his hopes of vengeance to anyone. 
He worked steadily on towards their realisation, and if 
people were ignorant of the end he kept in view year after 
year with the patience of a spider weaving its deadly web, 
they could see the means he used and they were terrifying 
enough. 

Pascal was first sent to the college at Evreux to com- 
mence his studies, then, as Carvajan’s wealth continued to 
increase, a provincial course of instruction seemed insufficient 
for his son, so his heir presumptive was sent to Paris where 
he stayed until he was twenty, 

He passed all his examinations, entered as a law-student, 

dnd returned to La Neuville with a licentiate’s degree. He 
was aman by then and his mind knew how to appreciate 
what his eyes beheld. He found no change in the house in 
the Rue du Marché ; it was still dark and low and there 
were the same trampings of muddy boots, the same muttered 
discussions. Everything had grown older; the lender and 
the borrowers had aged, but the traffic in money went on 
exactly as it had done in the past. The faces still puckered 
with rage, the lips still parted to utter a word which was left 
unspoken now (for Carvajan was a man who had to be concili- 
ated) and this word was the word of the past, the word 
which would be applied to bim ail his life—usurer, 

Carvajan had not altered his style of living, and he kept 
but a general servant who worked like a horse. Madame 
Carvajan still shut herself up, lonely and sad, in her room 
as she had done before Pascal went away, and the only 
change that could be seen in her was that her hair had 
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be difficult ‘for Pascal and his father to agree, and for any- 
one who knew Carvajan the situation portended furious 
storms, 

At the end of the twenty-four hours he had allowed for 
maternal effusiveness, the head of the family summoned his 
son to the office on the ground-floor, where Pascal found him 
quietly pacing up and down. 

“ My boy,” said his father, stopping abruptly in his pro- 
menade, “ you ‘are back again in my house, and I am pleased 
to see you here. You have passed your examinations well 
and everything leads me to believe that you are no fool. I 
have been thinking that, of course, you intend to seek 
employment. You are a barrister by profession, and we 
have a court here where those who plead are fools, so you 
would have no trouble in showing your superiority over 
them. Tam ina position to help you to rapidly acquire a 
good practise ; are you disposed to fcllow this path?” 

And as the young man bowed his head without speak- 
ing— 

“Yes? Then you must enter your name at the bar of La 
Neuville; and, to begin with, you may look over these for me.” 

So saying, he took a pile of papers from his desk and placed 
them in his son’s arms. Then giving him a friendly tap on 
the shoulder, he said : 

“You can be of great use to me if you choose to under- 
stand things, and in return I'll put you in the way of 
making money.” 

Pascal shut himself up alone all day and went through 
the papers, which soon opencd his eyes. What his father 
vaguely called “things” was the art of exploiting one’s 
fellow-creature with astounding skill and dexterity. It was 
all barely within the limits of the Code, and in shady cases 
there were middle-men who took the responsibility and left 
Carvajan the profits. In not one transaction was the 
banker’s name to be found. He had merely bought up the 
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bills, and all the tricks of the system of name8 that go for 
nothing passed before Pascal’s astonished eyes. In that 
one day he formed an opinion of his father which nothing 
could ever eradigate, and with his head bowed over the mass 
of legal quibbling which had just served as auch a painful 
revelation of the truth, he remained lost in thought. All 
the suddenly recalled past returned to his mind. He re- 
membered the unfortunate wretches who used to go out of 
the little house looking like shorn shcep. *Again he heard 
the discussions which teamed with violent words, again he 
saw the convulsed faces, the clenched fists shaken against 
his father’s roof, again the abominable word rang in his ear 
~-usurer! Could he indeed be the son of such a man, he 
whose heart glowed with generous sentiments, he who 
loved the good, the true and the beautiful? And was he 
going to become his accomplice? Was he to shield him 
publicly with his power, defend him with his words and 
lend the aid of his knowledge to the mean and pitiful work 
of despoiling the weak? No! Never! 

He rose, and, pale at the thought of daring to refuse the 
task his father had confided to him, opened the window and 
let the cool evening breeze blow upon his burning forehead. 

Night was falling over La Neuville and tho deserted 
Streets were silent. The sky was crimson with the last 
rays of the sun which had almost sunk below the horizon. 
There came the faint, melancholy sound of a church bell 
ringing in the distance, and to the young man it seemed 
to be tolling the knell of his innocence. He told him- 
self that all was over for him in this life, that he would never 
know another moment's happiness, and, chilled to the heart, 
he wept bitterly. 

The voice of the servant aroused him from his torpor. 

“ Monsieur Pascal,” she said, “ dinner is waiting.” 

He trembled at the thought of meeting his father, but it 
had to be done, for he found%gimself driven into a situatian 
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from which ‘there was no escape by his integrity. He-went: 
downstairs to the dining-room where he found his parents 
already seated at the table on which the soup was steaming, 
His mother was struck by his dejected air, and glanced 
at him anxiously. Carvajan rubbed his hands together with 
a dry sound and said with a laugh: 

*Here’s a fellow who looks as though he has been work- 
ing hard! Very good, but now let’s have dinner.” 

The meal was passed in silence, Pascal ate, absorbed in 
the preparation of defensive arguments, Madaine Carvajan 
sadly bowed her head with the presentiment of a storm, and 
Carvajan greedily devoured his food. When dinner was 
over, he said to his wife in a tone which admitted of no 
reply : 

“My dear, you can go up to your room. Pascal and I 
have to talk.” 

He took the young man into his office, seated himself 
at his desk, and, with a piercing look, said in his hard 
voice : 

“Well?” . 

No preamble, no leading up, no hesitation; he went 
straight to the point at once. And there must be no ter- 
giversation in the answer to this terrible, threatening “well ?” 
Pascal called all his courage to his aid, steadied himself on 
his trembling limbs and opening his parched lips said in a 
strange voice : 

“Well, father, to tell you the truth, I think these matters 
deplorable. I have studied them thoroughly and your 
reputation can but suffer if you follow them up as far as the 
law permits. If I might be allowed to offer you advice, it 
would be to come to an arrangement to avoid publicity.” 

Carvajan did not reply at once. His face hardened, he 
gave vent to an ironic whistle then, slowly rising ; 
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actions. I simply fiud myself compelled to sell “up the 
debtors who do not pay me what they owe. These brutes of 
peasants have a mania for borrowing more than they can 
pay back. Those who have no land give me their crops as 
security—the agrarian credit, you know—and without me 
they wouldn't be able to pay their landlords. Do you think 
Tam going to make them a present of my money? After 
all, sacrebleu, I am not a philanthropist but a man of 
business, and at the expiration of the time I must have 
either the money or the security. But you are letting me 
talk on, with your airs of innocence, as if you did not under- 
stand the question just as well as [ do! Don’t you see you 
mustn’t judge things from a theoretical point of view, or 
with the ideas you had at college, you must be practical. 
Would you }ike me to tell you the whole truth about the 
matter? Well then, these rogues that you are pitying so 
much get the better of me, and these bargains which seem 
so terrible to you I simply lose over !” 

He uttered these words with so admirably simulated an 
accent of conviction that his son could not find a word to 
answer. People got the better of him! It was he, 
Carvajan, who was the victim, and his debtors plundered 
him! 

The banker took a few strides, then placing himself 
opposite his son and looking him straight in the face ; 

“But, there is only one thing we need concern ourselves 
about. Will you take charge of my affairs ?” 

For one second, Pascal hesitated. Then the blood 
mounted to his face and he answered shortly : 

“No,” 

“ Ah, ah,” said Carvajan, “ you don’t mince your words. 
But do you think I’m going to keep you here doing nothing?” 

“JT will find something to do, father, never fear. And T 
implore you not to try te force me.” 
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roughly. ‘Do you think I stand in any need of you? I 
should have been pleased to make you a partner in my 
transactions and to have let you profit by my experience, 
but you scorn my help and pretend that your own strength 
is sufficient for you. It is possible that I have produced an 
eagle, but until I receive proof to the contrary I shall think 
you a gander. Good-bye, my lad. You are setting up fora 
man with principles. We shall see how much that will 
henefit you in Rife.” 

He opened the door, signed to his son to yo out and with- 
out adding another word closed the door behind him. 
When be was alone he paced the room for some time in 
silence, his face distorted with anger. At last he stopped, 
and bringing his hand violently duwn upon his desk ; 

“How dared he set up his opinion against mine!” he 
exclaimed. “A boy of twenty to criticise his father’s 
doings! Oh, well I have left him free to do as he likes, 
sacrebleu/ But it’s the very first time I have tolerated 
any resistance, and, upon my word, I think he had the best 
of it!” 

He shook his head, remained for a moment lost in 
thought, then added, with a slight smile : 

“After all, he knows what he wants. He’s a true 
Carvajan.” 

Yes, Pascal was a Carvajan, but a Carvajan with all the 
energetic determination, all the passionate ardour of his 
race based upon a foundation of scrupulous integrity. He 
kept his word and entered his name at the Court of La 
Neuville, but he had hardly practised there a year before 
his reputation was such that he was sent to the Court of 
Rouen to oppose the shrewd old Normandy lawyers there. He 
spoke with extraordinary clearness and elegance of diction, 
and, warming with his subject. he often reached the heioht 
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and his cases gained by the attention he maniged to gain 
and hold. 

The unexpected glory which Pascal reflected on him pro- 
duced a double result upon old Carvajan—it at once 
flattered and enraged him. He knew that the young man 
would rapidly acquire considerable influence, and he also 
knew that he was slipping from his power. If Pascal’s 
abilities had only attained mediocrity he would not have 
cared ; he would simply have kept him at home with con- 
temptuous indifference and given him his board and lodging. 
But when Pascal showed himself possessed of talents so 
superior, was it not exasperating to be unable to make use 
of him ? 

What an instrument of strength he would have been in 
the hands of a clever man, and how quickly that man could 
have made himself master of the arrondissement ! The only 
thing that Carvajan was wanting in waa the gift of speech. 
He had ideas, but he could not express them, But in 
addition to all the favours she had already bestowed upon 
him Fate had given him a son capable of being his mouth- 
piece, and now this mouthpiece was unruly and would not 
repeat the arguments whispered to him—this slave re- 
belled. 

’ There was no longer any question of committing affairs of 
a shady character to Pascal's care, for Carvajan’s ambition 
kept pace in its. growth with that of the barrister’s repute. 
No, what he wanted now was to oppose the marquis on 
political ground, to turn public opinion in his own favour 
and so assure his election, for once embarked on the tide of 
intrigues Carvajan would know how to steer his ship to a 
good port. 

But how could he gain the ascendant over his son? He 
had never shewn him any affection, he had let him grow up 
withant ceakine ta win his heart and now it was too late to * 
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was still one sure and powerful lever left for him to use— 

Pascal’s affection for his mother. 

For some years the poor woman had suffered from very deli- 
cate health, and daily she had grown weaker without uttering 
a complaint, Her son’s return had been a great joy to her. 
His presence seemed to brighten and light up the old house. 
Carvajan himself seemed less morose and better tempered ; 
he stayed in the dining-room of an evening after dinner 
talking with cythical verve and evidently laying himself out 
to please. He was becoming quite sociable, and the mother 
and son while they rejoiced at the change could not help 
anxiously wondering what designs this amiability served to 
hide. : 

One morning Carvajan went into his wife’s room as soon 
as it was light, enquired after her health, gave her a playful 
tap on the cheek and, seating himself on the foot of the bed, 
said : 

“Will you have a little talk, my dear? I want your help 
in a very delicate negotiation. If you do what I am going 
to ask you, I shall be infinitely obliged to you, and it lies 
within your power if only you will do it.” 

“Whom. does it concern ?” asked the mother, turning pale 
and a pang shooting through her heart. 

“ Your son.” 7 

“What has happened to him?” 

“ Nothing, nothing ; don’t be alarmed. It is not a ques- 
tion of the present but the future, about which I am 
occupying myself in his interests. He is a clever fellow and 
it is to your credit that you are his mother. Nothing is too 
high for him to aim at, but one must look a long way 
ahead if one wishes to succeed, and that is what has brought 
me here. You and he are always talking together and you 
ought to give him good sound advice instead of chatting 

+about trifles. There is a hich position to he oained in the 
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ideas to his advantage. The republicans are coming daily 
to the fore and their’s is the side to be on. Talk to Pascal 
on this subject and tell me what are his opinions. Do your 
best with him and if you succeed yow sha’n’t regret it, I 
promise you.” 

Having thus disclosed his ideas, he changed the conversa- 
tion, petted his wife to make her willing to do as he asked, 
and then left her. 

For a few days he waited, carefully studying the coun- 
tenances of both mother and son, and watching their every 
movement in the endeayour to obtain some intelligence, but 
he discovered nothing. They were both exactly the same 
ag usual, At the end of a week, during which, accustomed 
to wait and to dissimulate as he was, he was consumed with 
impatience, he determined to make some enquiries. The 
answer he received was not at all what he had hoped. 
Pascal had no political ambition and the idea of plunging 
himself into the turmoil a public life involved was most 
distasteful to him. 

Carvajan listened to what his wife was telling him, a, prey 
to a violent rage which took his very breath away. He 
felt as if his head had suddenly become hard as stone and 
was compressing his brain within it, and his thoughts rushed 
through his mind with dazzling rapidity. For a moment he 
stood mechanically watching his trembling hands, then with 
a terrible exclamation he burst forth. 

“Do you think you're going to make game of me any 
longer?” he cried. ‘You and your son will obey me or 
you'll leave this house. I am the only master here ; no one 
has ever resisted me yet, and does this young scamp think 
he is going to set up his will against mine? I'll teach him 
his place! I'll cut off the comb of your young cock, and 
then we'll see if he'll crow so high! Do you hear, Madame 
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" fathef !° But it/ll be the worse for him. TH turn him out of 
the house, and the whole town shall know of his behaviour 
to me.” x 

For a long time he went on talking in this strain, finding 
a vent for his anger in his violent words. He thoroughly 
terrified his unfortunate wife, who, seized with fever, was 

. compelled to take to her bed. The following day her con- 
dition had become highly critical, and by the end of the 
week she was at the last extremity. 

Her son never left her room, tending her with loving care 
and listening in horror to her delirious wanderings in which 
she repeated all Carvajan’s threats. At last one evening 
she regained her reason, and laying an icy hand on the 
forehead of Pascal who was kneeling beside the bed, she 
whispered : 

“My darling, we are going to be parted, and it is an in- 
expressible grief to me—I love youso dearly. We have had 
sorrow lately, you and I, but you must forget all about it. 
Never give any pain or do any injury to your fellow crea- 
tures; the greatest happiness there is on earth is that of 
being good.” 

Her voice died away and she fell into a death-like swoon, 
but she recovered, and asked for her husband. She talked 
to him for some time while her son retired out of ear-shot 
into the window where her favourite flowers still bloomed. 
Carvajan listened to her in silence, with a gloomy expression 
on his face, but at last she made an imperious gesture: to 
which he answered by an assenting nod of the head. Then 
the face of the dying woman was illumined with a look of 
joy, and she sank back with a sigh of relief, as if a crushing 
load had just been removed from her shoulders, Calling 
Pascal, she said to him : 

“ Let me see you embrace your father.” 
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kisses which the latter returned with lips which thé hard- 
ness of his heart made more icy than those of the dying 
woman, Then Madame Carvajan sent her son out of the 
room, and was left alone with her lawyer. 

That evening the end seemed near at hand, and she broke 
the silence she had kept hitherto, and whispered in Pascal’s 
ear: 

“T have left all the law permits me to dispose of to your 
father. I know you are able to make your ovn fortune, and 
it was the only way of assuring your peace. Carvajan is a 
terrible man—never set up your will against his. The loss 
of your inheritance will be the price of your liberty—for- 
give me for depriving you of what ought to have been yours, 
Lead a good life—always be good.” 

And it was with these gentle words on her lips that she 
died. Pascal closed her eyes, bent down to kiss her, and 
murmured : 

“Be easy, mother. My inheritance will be your good- 
ness,” 

And, as if the dead woman had heard this promise as she 
passed over the threshold of eternity, a smile crept over her 
pale lips, and her features shone with a celestial beauty. 

The day after the funeral, Jean Carvajan called his son 
into the office which had been the scene of their first disa- 
greement and said coldly : 

“ My son, the misfortune which has just befallen us must 
of necessity make a great change in our lives. But before 
I arrive at any decision I should like to know what are 
your plans.” 

“They are very simple, father. If you have no objection 
T shall leave La Neuville.” 

“You are free to do so,” said Carvajan, while his brow 
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“My house will be open to you whenever you like to re 
turn.” 

“Thank you,” answered Pascal, and not another wor 
was spoken by either. 

The next day, Pascal went away, leaving Carvajan alone 
with his hatred in the little house in the Rue du Marché. 


CHAPTER III. 


Wuen she left Pascal on the plateau overlooking the valle: 
of La Neuviile, Mademoiselle de Clairefont quickoned he 
horse’s pace, for she was anxious to place a distance betwee 
herself and this man whom at first she had liked, and it 
whora she had been sorry to discover a Carvajan. Sh 
would have dismissed him from her thoughts as from hei 
sight, but, in spite of herself, the face of her chance com 
panion with its broad forehead, its clear eyes and seriou: 
mouth’ haunted her persistently. ‘He has the face of » 
true and honest man,” she thought, “and yet he is the sor 
of a scoundrel, Though,” she went on making an unwonted 
‘concession, “ perhaps for all that he is good and honourable.’ 
But her mind at once rose in revolt against this inexplicable 
‘indulgence, and she added to herself, “ But that is not very 
probable, Like father, like son; and besides he looked quite 
aghast and confused when he heard who I was, and he 
‘eouldn’t look me in the face. Whence does he come to work 
us harm?” For to Antoinette, it seemed impossible that 
a Carvajan could have any other aim in life than doing in- 
jury to a Clairefont. 

But alas! was there still any injury left to do them? 
What fresh blow could be dealt to this family who had sunk 
to a degree of poverty which was almost want? And with 
a feeling of deep melancholy this girl, who was but twenty- 
three years old, looked back at the past and noted the suc- 
cessive steps in the slow bnt sure ruin of her father. 
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child. As she grew older, the style of the house fell off ; 
there were not so many horses in the stables, the servants 
were fewer, the worn furniture remained instead of new 
taking its place. Her home in fact became less cosy, less 
warm, less pretty, and she noticed the change but, with the 
easy carelessness of youth, attached no importance to it un- 
til the day when, reason lending its light to her maturer 
mind, she understood that misery was boldly knocking for 
admittance at the doors of Clairefont.and that its surest 
ally was the marquis himself. 

After that nothing could be hidden from her penetrating 
eyes, and often she found a summons on the hall table 
which had been placed there that very morning, with its 
icy lugubrious formula in the crabbed legal handwriting, 
commanding the “aforesaid Monsieur de Clairefont,” to pay 
such aud such a sum, in default of which his goods* would 
be seized and sold. But the debt always was paid. A 
supreme effort was made, all the purses were turned out, 
all the drawers rummaged over, and, as the last drop is ex- 
tracted from the empty grape-skins, so were the few remains 
of former opulence made to furnish the needful supply. But 

“it was pitiful to the last degree. 

Their material existence alone was not affected by the 
eontinnal diminution in the patrimonial fortune. Enough 
to live on could be procured from what was left of the land. 
The poultry-yard provided fowls, the kitchen garden vege- 
tables, and the farm flour, beef, and mutton. Fires were 
kept up with wood from the park, horses were fed with hay 
from the meadows. But money was always scarce, and 
Mademoiselle de Clairefont was forced to make her own 
dresses. 

The marquis, who was always absorbed in some abstruse 
problem, seemed not to notice their straitened circumstances, 
and indeed. to tell the truth. he was hardly aware nf them 
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barrassments in which her father had involved his*family 
she did everything that was possible to spare the inventor 
the irksomeness of such a situation. She had formed a 
blockade of affection around him, and had set her wits to 
work to keep all the worries for herself. She was like a 
mother to this old child, who put such confidence in his 
dreams, and who was always full of the hope of making a 
discovery which would enable him to return a hundredfold 
that of which he had deprived his family. —- 

On one point alone had it been impossible to put him off. 
For two years Antoinette had been engaged to Monsieur 
de Croix Mesnil, but time after time she had deferred her 
marriage. The baron was a good-looking, good-natured 
young officer, whose father, an eminent judge, had a right 
to aspire to the highest judicial position. The union be- 
tween the two families, which had been arranged when the 
marquis was still in apparent possession of his estate, had 
seemed on the eve of being concluded. Mademoiselle de 
Clairefont had regarded her suitor very favourably, and the 
baron seemed much attached to his fiancée. The family 
lawyers had held sundry conferences, by which it was 
shown that the future bridegroom inherited from his mother 
landed property worth forty thousand francs a year, and 
his bride three hundred thousand francs also from her 
mother, her brother having given up his share to her. 
Everything was settled and arranged, and the banns were 
about to be published, when Mademoiselle de Clairefont 
abruptly altered her mind, and, using the death of a distant 
relative as the pretext, asked for the ceremony to be put off. 

Aunt Isabella, to whom had been confided the mission of 
announcing Antoinette’s fresh decision to the baron, ac- 
quitted herself of her task in her usual rough grumbling 
way, with which, however, was mingled a touch of unaccus- 
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solatory way, “my niece has taken it into her head not to 
marry you just yet,so you must make up your mind to 
make the best of it like a brave fellow. After all, what is 
‘ demurred ’ is not lost.” 

And as the bridegroom complained with tender insistance 
of the delay it meant to his happiness : 

“ Don’t blame her !” she exclaimed with an emotion which 
caused her to utter twice as many barbarisms as usual. 
“That child is simply perfection! If you only knew—but 
there, you can’t know. At any rate, take my word for it 
that she’s an angel. Yes, an ‘ immatriculate’ angel !” 

The baron displayed a proper amount of disappointment, 
expressed sufficient regret, and asked to be allowed to con- 
tinue his wooing us in the past, a request which was acceded 
to. The marquis was really grieved by this semi-rupture, 
but though he persistently questioned his daughter, he 
could obtain no explanation from her, She only smiled, 
and answered all his questions with the words: 

“Tam quite happy with you. I would rather wait a 
little while.” * ; 

“But I shall feel easier when I see you married, my dear,” 
said the old man, “Your establishment is a great care to 
me; what would become of you if I were gone?” 

Antoinette and Aunt Isabella exchanged a meaning 
glance, and a slight smile stole over the lips of the former, 
She took the old man’s white head between her hands, and 
gently caressing it : 

“Don’t worry,” she said tenderly. “The marriage will 
take place one day or other, but don’t hurry me.” 

Then with a sudden change of tone she went on with gay 
wilfulness : ; 

“ Besides, you know how obstinate I am, since I have a 
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quis, “that her aunt knows all about. It will all come out 
one of these days.” 

If, instead of pursuing the flight of his fancies through 
the labyrinth of his mind, the inventor had looked after his 
accounts, he might have connected Mademoiselle de Claire- 
font’s resolution with the payment of a bill for two hundred 
thousand francs which had been swallowed up by the Great 
Marl-Pit, and have understood why his daughter no longer 
wished to marry. But there were only Aunt Isabella and 
Carvajan’s bailiff who knew of the generous sacrifice Antoin- 
ette had made to prevent part of the estate being sold. 

Old Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice, who had peculiar ideas 
on every subject under the sun, managed to draw a consol- 
ing conclusion for her niece from the delay to which Croix 
Mesnil had been forced to submit. 

“ After all, my dear, perhaps you are right not to marry 
this young dragoon too hastily. He cannot Jove you as you 
deserve to be loved ; he has been too calm and too proper 
considering how Jong he has been kept dancing attendance 
—he ought to have been ‘fanatic,’ instead of which you 
have seen how sweet and sugared he has been—just like a 
glass of syrup. Upon my word, I don’t know what soldiers 
and lovers are made of now-a-days.” 

The marquis, whose thoughts never dwelt Jong on the 
same subject, had resumed the even tenor of his studios, 
but a suspicion still rested like a thorn in his heart, aad 
every now and then he asked : 

“Well, nry child, and how about Croix Mesnil? When 
are you going to marry him?” 

“Oh, some time, papa,” answered Antoinette with a quiet 
smile. 

Every two or three months the baron spent a few days at 
the chateau, during which he went shooting with Robert 
and riding with Antoinette, but he always went away again 
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of gossip was indulged in about him in the neighbourhood, 
and he was sarcastically spoken of as the bridegroom of the 
Greek Kalends. 

“Tf he does not marry,” whispered some, “it is because 
he can dispense with the ceremony. That sort of ithing 
runs in the family. Everyone knows the way that old aunt 
used to carry on.” 

Good heavens! How insulted Mademoiselle de Saint 
Maurice would have been if she had only got wind of these 
rumours, and how she would have boxed the ears of the 
calumniators! But the Clairefonts lived a very secluded 
life, and the slander died a natural death on the threshold 
of their silent, gloomy chateau. 

Carried away by her reminiscences, Antoinette had 
stopped a long while in front of the white slopes of the 
Great Marl-Pit. She had forgotten her strange meeting, 
the flight of time, everything, as she sat motionless, the 
reins hanging loosely on her horse’s neck. At her-feet lay 
the timber-work of the pits, disused and decaying ; the sheds 
stood open and deserted ; the trucks rested idly on the rails 
which led to the fireless lime-kilns. All the labour which 
for some years had been so feverishly pushed on was at an 
end, The immense works which had been commenced had 
never been finished, and the heaps of chalky, useless carth 
which lay about were all there was to represent the fortune 
of the old house, the young girl’s hopes of happiness, and 
the security of her father’s old age. The past, the present, 
and the future, had been irremediably compromised, and 
yet how often had Antoinette heard her father exclaim as 
he pointed to the hill: “There lies the fortune of the 
family !” 5 

Experiments and tests had been applied, which all ex- 
clusively proved that the lime at Clairefont could defy com- 


‘THE MARL-PIT MYSTERY. 7 


to be improvements on the old ones, had tried new methods 
of calcining, and had frittered “away all the profits of the 
enterprise upon these experiments. There was always the 
same want of coherency in his ideas. It was the fool of 
the family, ruining himself in the search of something 
better, when he held prosperity, easy and sure, within his 
hand. The evil genius of the inventor was always urging 
him in quest of improvement, and consequently, instead of 
attaining pure and simple success by following the straight 
and ordinary road, he laboured along steep and winding 
paths only to be rewarded with defeat and ruin. 

Still, in spite of the bitter disenchantment so many suc- 
cessive failures had caused her, a last hope still lingered in 
‘Antoinette’s breast. She had a superstitious faith in her 
father, and she thought: “ Some day he will make an im- 
portant discovery, as he so often says. And then the chalky 
blocks will turn to gold as in a marvellous fairy-tale.” 

The sound of the luncheon-bell ringing in the distance 
ayoused her from her dreams, and, touching her steed with 
the whip, she set off at a gallop and soon found herself at 
the chateau gate. She threw aside her pensive air, and 
with a smile on her face, crossed the immense court-yard 
(between the flag-stones of which the grass was growing 
thickly), sprang unaided to the ground, opened a stable 
door, and unbridling her horse, left it to go into its freshly- 
littered stall. Then, drawing her long skirt over her arm 
she walked to the dining-room, followed by her dog. 

In the immense room, paved with red and white marble, 
with a ceiling divided into panels on which were painted 
the family arms, and carved sideboards, on which stood 
some massive old silver—the last relics of a vanished luxury 
——four persons were seated at a vast table, waited on by an 
old servant. 


G2 THE MARL-PIT MYSTERY. 


Mauriae, upright as a grenadier, with her mottled crimson 
face, while opposite were seated young Count Robert aud 
aman who was tall, sallow and very bald, with a perfectly 
hairless face, and blinking eyes, sheltered by a pair of gold 
spectacles. 

“Ah, here is my child,” said the marquis in a tone of 
satisfaction. ‘My dear, I was beginning to feel very un- 
easy about you. I have had the big bell rung three times 
to call you; have you been so very far?” 

“T have been to La Saucelle, papa,” answered Antoinette, 
kissing him, “The farmer's children are ill, and I wanted 
to know how they were getting on. Good-morning, auntie 
dear,” 

* Good-morning, freshness. Come over to me—you smell 
of dew and flowers.” 

“You ought to say that of yourself, auntie; you are 
radiant this morning.” 

“Oh, all right, flatterer,” returned Mademoiselle de Saint 
Maurice. “TI am radiant after the fashion of a sun-set.” 

And her red face expanded in a broad smile. 

Antoinette went round the table giving a little, affection- 
ate tap on her brother’s check as she passed, and, holding 
out her hand to the person beside him who had ceremoni- 
ously risen : 

“« Tam very pleased to see you, Monsieur Malézeau,” she 
said. “I must ask you to excuse me-—I did not know I was 
to have the pleasure of finding you here. Are things going 
on well at the office? And how is Madame Malézeau 3” 

“ All ave well, mademoiselle, both family and business, and 
et me assure you, mademoisclle, all at your service,” replied 
the lawyer who had an inveterate habit of punctuating his 
sentences with a “monsieur,” “madame” or “ mademoi- 
sclle ” productive of the oddest effect. 

“‘That’s all right then,” said the young gir], and cheer- 
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“ Don’t bring anything back for me, Bernard,’ she*said to 
the old butler. “I will go on with lunch where it is—I am 
dying with hunger.” 

So saying she began to cat with a pretty animation and a 
youthful and robust appetite which was delightful to see. 
Her brother watched her for a moment, then with an affecta- 
tion of great solemnity : 

“Mademoiselle my sister, a word with you,” he said. 
“You tell us that you Lave just returned from La Sautelle, 
which is perfectly correct for I saw you going along the 
plateau myself, But you have not told us that you had a 
companion.” : 

At these words Antoinetie turned very red and locked up, 
quickly. 

“Come, Robert, what is the meaning of this jest?” ex- 

- claimed Aunt Isabella. “Do you mean us to think that 
your sister rides along the roads with people you don’t 
know?” 

“Oh, he is telling the truth,” broke in Mademoiselle de 
Claircfont. “I was accompanied this morning for more 
than half an hour by a man who was an utter stranger to 

me.” 

“Some beggar, I suppose, who followed you to the 
chateau ?” 

“No, he was quite the opposite of a beggar.” 
» “You are exciting my curiosity,” said the marquis with a 
smile. ‘Was he then a millionaire?” 

“No, but he has a good chance of being one some day, 
if I am to believe what I hear.” 

“Ab, you'll see just now that it was some robber who 
asked Antoinette for her money or her life.” 

“You are very near it, auntie. For, although he did not 
actually make that demand, he was the son of Monsieur 


Carvajan in person.” 
ted 
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years, fad Carvajan’s name been pronounced beneath this 
roof except as the fore-runner of some misfortune. 

A gloom crept over the marquis’s face and he bent his head 
as he said in a low tone: 

“T had forgotten that Carvajan had a son.” 

He glanced anxiously at Robert and Autoinette as if he 
feared lest the hatred of the father, transmitted as an inherit- 
ance to the son, should press as heavily on his children as it 
had done on himself, and then he asked with ill-concealed 
uneasiness : 

“But under what circumstances did this meeting take 
place? Did this young man speak to you?” 

“Yes, papa, to ask me the way, and very respectfully.” 

“A good thing fur him!” muttered Robert with flashing 
eyes. “For if he had not—” 

“JT did not know who he was and I never thought of ask- 
ing. A passer-by had asked me which was his road and as 
it happened to be mine I offered to guide him. We both 
walked in silence and it was only just as we were parting 
that he told me his name as he was thanking me.” 

“What is he like?” questioned Mademoiselle de Saint 
Maurice. “Is he gentlemanly or not? Has he the wolf-like 
jowl of Monsieur his father ?” 

“He has the manners of a well-bred man, and as for his 
face, it is not at all displeasing. But if you are anxious to 
hear any details about the heir of the house of Carvajan, no 
doubt Monsieur Malézeau can give you all the information 
you would like,” added Antoinette, sarcastically. 

“1, mademoiselle?” stammered the lawyer laying his 
hands on his narrow chest in a gesture of protestation, 

“The mayor of La Neuville is, I believe, one of your 
clients like myself?” put in Monsieur de Clairefont, mis-_ 
chievously. 

“Oh its anite a different matter sir”? exclaimed 
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his gold spectacles. “ With Monsieur Carvajan ‘T have 
merely business relations, while to you, sir, and to your 
charming family, sir, I am attached by chains of the most 
respectful devotion ”— ‘ 

“ At any rate, Malézeau, you sometimes dine with the 
mayor, don’t you?” interrupted Robert with a teasing 
smile. , 

“Very rarely, sir,” answered the lawyer, who seemed 
to be'on thorns. “As rarely as possibly. But you know 
what provincial towns are, sir. Anyone in my position 
is forced to be polite to many people he does not really 
esteem, sir, or he would not be able to follow his pro- 
fession, sir. Times are hard—Monsieur Carvajan with hig 
bank puts a good deal of business in my way, sir—business 
which I cannot afford to lose. But I assure you there is no 
intimacy between him and me—none whatever!” 

“Come, don’t act the Jesuit, Malézeau!” cried Aunt 
Isabella abruptly, her moustached lips curling scornfully. 
«Have we ever reproached you for being friendly with that 
man? Are we the people to set anyone against him? Have 
we ever replied to the injuries he has done us with anything 
but scorn?” 

“ Perhaps, mademoiselle, that was not the best return you 
could have made,” murmured the lawyer glancing uneasily 
around him. “A little resistance would have made him 
reflect, mademoiselle. You have made his task too easy for 
him. One should never disdain one’s enemy.” 

“Would you have had us do such a wretch as that the 
honour of bestowing any attention upon him?” returned 
Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice fiercely. “It needs an utterly 
absurd régime like the one we are now under for such 
creatures to be of any account. Here’s this Carvajan 
mayor! In bygone times he wouldn’t have been made a 
rural policeman even! And as for his son—” 

AL hte «an madampiselle. has not had much cause to 
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be fond of thim. And he left the country, mademoiselle, 
because he did not regard things in the same light as his 
father—” 

“Showed his good taste,” put in Robert. 

“He has travelled a great deal, sir,” went on the 
lawyer. “He was clever or lucky enough, whichever 
way you choose to put it, to get into the good graces of a 
powerful financier, who made him his representative, sir. 
He was given the arrangement of some very delicate mat- 
ters in America, sir, which he has brought to a most 
successful termination. He is eaid to be gifted with great 
eloquence, sir. After he left college, he learnt English 
and Spanish, and it appears that he has spoken in 
Australia and Pern, in English and Peruvian law-courts, 
and met with enormous success. He has seen and learnt 
a great deal, improving himself as he travelled, in spite, 
sir, of the proverb which says: ‘A rolling stone gathers 
no moss.’ In a word, he is quite independent, and in 
my opinion, sir, he will not stay long at La Neuville, 
sir, for he will get on no better now with Monsieur Carva- 
jan than he did before.” : 

“Then he will be like everybody else, for this scoundrel 
of a man will spare no one,” said the marquis. 

For a moment he paused, then he added sadly : 

“Tt is strange that this Carvajan who has wrung money 
from high and low alike should be respected, and that I, 
who have never done anything but help people, should 
be held in such low esteem.” 

“People do not respect Monsieur Carvajan, sir,” an- 
swered Malézeau, “they fear him, which is a very differ- 
ent thing. He has a hold over everyone, and those who 
might try to resist him, sir, know that the attempt would 
cost them dear.” 


THE MARL-PIT MYSTERY. 7 


the little door of Gatelier’s shop with his eyes fall of jealous 
hatred returned to his memory, and all the disastrous con- 
sequences of the antagonism which dated from that day 
came back to his mind. What a slow constant progress 
had been theirs! The disaffection of his household, the 
constant hostility of the peasants, the ill-will of the authori- 
ties, and now everyone avoiding him as if he were a leper. 
He, the former master of the province, had been made a 
pariah by this upstart, and the work of revenge, commenced 
twenty years ago, was now very nearly completed. ‘There 
remained but the merest vestiges of his fortune and his in 
fluence, and the author of his misfortunes stood triumphant 
on the ruins of the edifice he had so skilfully undermined, 
with a cynical sneer on his face. Yes, it did indeed cost 
those dear who attempted to resist him, as no one knew 
better than Honoré, and it was with anguish that the old 
man asked himself of what else his implacable enemy was 
going to deprive him. 

Was he about to attack him through his honour? And 
yet. on that point, Honoré believed himself invulnerable. 
The ruin of his fortune niight indeed be hastened by secret 
mancouvres, but to succeed in casting a slur upon his name 
seemed to him impossible. Then what else could matter ? 
Would he not eventually retrieve himself? One single in- 
vention, carried to a practical result, was all that was 
needed, and he had just discovered a furnace which was to 
effect an enormous saving of fuel in factories and places 
where large fires were needed. It would bring him in 
a vast income, gathered from all quarters of the globe, 
and at last he would reap after passing all his life in sowing. 
Those who looked upon bim as a monomaniac would be 
dumb with, amazement—his sister-in-law, who did not be- 
lieve in his inventions, to begin with. And what would 
become of Carvajan’s underhand plans and petty snares— 
Carvajan, who, with his peasant craft, had dared to begin 
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the struggle? His nets would not be strong enough to 
hold the prey he longed for. He would be crushed, annihi- 
lated, swept aside, and the difference would be seen between 
the low intriguer with his narrow-minded, commonplace 
ideas and the scholar with his powerful, fruitful concep- 
tions. 

Becoming cheered at the thought of this long-hoped suc- 
cess, the marquis smiled again, his face cleared, he rubbed 
his hands together gleefully, and exclaimed : 

“Ah, we shall see, we shall see! Come, my friends, it’s 
not all over with me yet!” / 

Then perceiving that the others were gazing at him in 
surprise, he returned to his thoughts, again going over, link 
by link, the chain of ideas which had led him from ‘a 
gloomy departure to so victorious a conclusion. This time 
he saw that he was discounting his success and that for the 
time being he had far more cause for fear than hope. He 
rose, and taking his daughter’s arm : 

fe ‘Let us take our coffee outside,” he said. 

And they all went down the flight of steps and seated 
themselves beneath a leafy arbour by the stone balustrade 
of the terrace. 

The sky was of a tender blue, a faint breeze just stirred 
the leaves and cooled the air. The horizon was veiled by a 
slight mist which smoothed and softened the outlines of the 
objects in the distance. Confused sounds came up from 
the valley to people the solitude of the woods which moved 
and rustled like a sombre sea beneath the chateau terrace. 
There was an exquisite sense of peacefulness in the air, and 
all five sat for some moments unconscious of their being, 
absorbed and lost in the contemplation of the immensity of 
space which lay before them. 

Old Bernard, bringing a tray with cups of old Saxe china 
and a chased silver coffee-pot bearing the arms of France (a 
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marquis) aroused them from their ecstasy. ~ Antoinette 
slowly rose and commenced to busy herself with the porce- 
lain and silver, with the dainty smiling grace which gives 
an additional savour to the delicacies served by a woman's 
hand. 

“ May I give yon some coffee, Monsieur Malézeaut 

And the sugar, deftly seized with the tongs was dropped 
into the cup whence arose a hot, aromatic vapour. The 
liqueurs were under Aunt Tsabella’s care and it was with 
the air of a gendarme that she marshalled her decanters. 

“ & glass of kimmel, Monsicur Malézeau ? ”. 

“Thank you, mademoiselle, but if you will allow me, 
mademoiselle, I will take some’ fine champagne. An old 
habit, mademoiselle, but I do not care for all the new 
liqueurs.” 

© As you choose! We don’t invite you to lunch to make 
you eat and drink what you don’t like, As for you, Robert, 
I sha’n’t offer you anything. You want to learn modera- 
tion,” and she bestowed a meaning glance upon her nephew. 

But the young man adroitly captured the decanter and, 
retreating a few steps : 

“What, aunt, do you mean to try and wean me?” he 
said. ‘I’m too old now.” 

“Well, only one glass, you bad boy.” 

“Only one tiny one!” 

And pouring the coffee out of his cap, he filled it to the 
brim with the liqueur. 

In the free life he led of a country gentleman, Robert had 
acquired vlolent habits and appetites which now it was 
very difficult for him to resist. His athletic temperament 
allowed him to indulge with impunity in the excesses which 
follow a hunting-dinner, when, fatigued by the day’s run, 
men sit round the table long into the evening drinking and 
smoking.’ The young count was known as the deepest 
drinker in the province—a fame of which he was exceed- 
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ingly proud—and in the excitement of"a debguch’ he had- 
accepted many absurd wagers, as, for instance, ‘to drink. a 
stated number of cups of what is called “ four-coloured 
coffee,” a terrible mixture of brandy, chartreuse, kirsch.and 
absinthe calculated to turn the strongest brain. , 

But his head and stomach alike withstood these dangerous 
tests, and he felt a silly pride when any one said to him * 
“You, Clairefont, could stand any amount of drink.” It 
was the glory of this broad-shouldered fellow to be able to 
hold his own against the greatest drunkards in the de- 
partment, 

He had commenced to drink from ostentation, and gradually . 
the habit had grown on him and he became fond of it. On 
Sundays he was not above going to Pourtois’s inn where he 
played bowls and hob-nobbed with the young men of the 
town. People did not treat him, as they had treated his 
father when he was young, with respectful awe, but .then 
what a difference there was between this gigantic, florid, 
noisy, familiarity-inviting Clairefont’ and the little, thin, 
correct, exquisitely polite Clairefont who knew go well how 
to keep people at a distance! They were as opposite as 
day and night and often people wondered by what miracle 
of nature this son had been born of such a father. 

At first, Robert’s intemperate habits had given his father 
great uneasiness, and he descended from the clouds of his 
scientific inventions to gravely consider this cxceedingly 
terrestrial question. He severely reprimanded his son, but 
he found that he had reckoned without Aunt Isabella who 
came at once to the rescue. 

The old scold managed to find divers arguments to pal- 
liate her nephew's misconduct. What! all this fuss about 
a few bumpers of wine! Their ancestors had drunk a good 
deal harder, and had the marquis forgotten the Clairefont 
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roués oF the Regency stint themselves at the Palais-Royal 
“parties? “And a whole series of historical bons vivants, 
drinking-cup, goblet or glass in hand, was made to pass 
before the eyes of the marquis, protesting against his strait- 
. lacedness and proclaiming the aristocratic sovereignty of the 
‘table. Besides, after all the boy was young, and if he did 
arouse himself a little with his friends, where was the harm? 
He must be allowed to sow his wild oats. 

“He is welcome to sow them, but he needn’t drown 
them,” said Honoré, 

“Kh, my dear brother, your son is not a delicate, weakly 
man like you!” cried Aunt Isabella.“ He’s a ‘Golius,’” 

The marquis spoke very seriously to Robert who promised 
to be more sober. But the habit was too strong for him 
and as soon as he found himself seated before some old 
bottles with some fellow-sportsmen, he laughed, talked, 
became excited and forgot all his good resolutions. 

The most serious feature in the case was that, harmless 
as a lamb under ordinary circumstances, he became danger- 
ous as a wolf directly he was the least intoxicated, and, as 
hia fists were heavy, prudent people kept well out of his 
reach at such times. he previous year there had been a 
very disagreeable episode. After a dinner at the opening 
of the shooting season at which the exploits of all the 
Sportsmen present had been copiously toasted, he had half 
killed a stableman who had by mistake harnessed another 
guest’s horse to his gig. The man had been confined to his 
bed for six weeks, and the count, in his bitter regret, had 
solemnly vowed to himself to avoid all parties where there 
was any danger of temptation. For a-year now he had kept 
his vow, and Aunt Isabella, as proud of her nephew’s good 
conduct as she had been indulgent to his follies, helped him 
by continual exhortations to persevere in this praiseworthy 
course. 

The old maid, who simply idolised the only male off-shoot 
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of the nobl2 house, would have turned the world upside 
down for Robert’s sake. As she watched him now tapping 
his spoon on the sugar which refused to melt in the brandy, 
she was all the time admiring his well developed, muscular 
beauty. His shoulders were broad, his waist slender, his 
powerful arms were terminated by small hands, while two 
clear blue eyes shone out of his manly face, which was tanned 
and reddened by the open air. His hair and eyebrows 
were dark chestnut colour, while his moustache was very 
fair, a contrast which gave a singular expression of genile- 
ness to his face. 

His sister formed the most complete contrast to him. 
Tn her all was delicacy aud grace, and the two races which 
were incarnated in the pair weve very clearly defined. The 
brother was a huge Saint Maurice, with violent material 
tastes. The sister was a Clairefont, delicate, dreamy and 
slightly fanciful, which perhaps was the reason why she was 
so devoted to her father. 

For the last few moments the lawyer had been walking 
up and down with evident impatience, scrunching the 
gravel beneath his feet, and wandering from the arbour to 
the edge of the terrace and back again in an agitated, ner- 
vous way as if he longed to plunge into a matter of some 
difficulty and yet had not the courage. 

The marquis was apparently absorbed in a pleasant vision, 
as he sat with a smile on his face abstractedly beating a 
march on the stone table before him. In what happy 
memories and what bright hopes was the old man lost? 
To what ethereal sphere, to what celestial land had he been 
transported by a dredm ? 

He suddenly made an abrupt gesture, and truck his open 
hand upon his knee, while his cheeks flushed with a happy 
glow: 
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naces!” he exclaimed triumphantly. “And it wil? confume all 
the waste material and all the substances hitherto considered 
as useless, Ab, ah, Malézeau, we'll see what you'll have 
to say about it! There’s a mine of wealth in it!” 

Mademoiselle de Saint ‘Maurice’s face darkened, she 
folded her arms and striding towards the marquis like a 
dragoon ; 

“Brother,” she said, “ this is the tenth time within a few 
years that you have discovered a mine.” 

“Oh, but this time, it is really true,” replied the inventor 
eagerly. ‘The discovery I have made meets a great and 
long felt want. All factories are handicapped by the con- 
stantly increasing price of fuel, and with my system, coal 
becomes, if not needless, at any rate, of very minor impor- 
tance. Shavings, wet straw, beet-root tops, sugar-canes can 
all be burnt in my furnace, and the importance of that is 
evident, for general industries will be no longer endangered 
or injured by the flooding of a coal mine. As soon as I have 
taken out my patent, I shall have all the large factories in 
the world anxious to do business with me. It is a certain 
‘and immense source of income, I tell you, and so sure am I 
of its success that I would risk my name on the enterprise, 
if needs were.” fs 

“ A gentleman has no right to barter his name, brother,” 
broke in his old sister-in-law, sharply, 

“That is true,” replied the marquis, gravely. “The 
name 1 bear belongs to all those who have borne it before 
me, and I ought to bequeath it unstained to these who will 
come after me. But, sister, believe me, its dignity would 
not be lessened, if I added to it the honour of so grand an 
industrial victory.” 

“You know very well what I think of your researches, 
without my telling you again. A man like you has nothing 
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* “Bus Kirg Louis XVI was @ good locksmith,” interposed 
the marquis with a smile. 

“Well, and you see how much good it did him!” cried 
Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice triumphantly. 

“T hope you don’t think I shall end on the scaffold?” 

“No, but you'll die on a dung hill!” 

Antoinette had gradually drawn nearer, and now she 
gently put her arm round Aunt Isabella’s neck. 

“There, auntie, don’t be unkind,” she whispered ; 
“humour papa a little.” 

“Oh, I daresay, you coaxer,” said the old maid, whose 
beard was bristling with excitement. “Tt’s you who 
are half to blame for your father’s follies, for instead of 
pointing out his foolishness to him you encourage him in 
it, and all I can do is to tell him that we shall see him as 
poor as ‘Jacob.’ Well, there, do as you like, brother,” 
she added, turning to the marquis. “ But here’s Monsieur 
Malézeau wanting to talk to you on business, I think. 
Listen to what he has to say, and try to profit by his 
advice,” 

At the word “business” Robert had taken a step in the 
direction of the house, while the marquis gave his lawyer a 
look full of smiling serenity, and taking his daughter’s arm 
wjth caressing indolence, he said : 

“Well, Malézeau, | am at your service. Would you like 
us to go indoors?” 

“| should certainly prefer it, sir. I have certain accounts 
to submit to you, sir, which I think will need your closest 
attention.” 

“Then we will goto my study,” answered Monsieur de 
Clairefont, “and I will show you the model of my furnace, 
Malézeau. You will see how simple it is, but the idea was 
everything. An idea may be everything, or it may be 
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that you want, only asa rule they are so queer and absurd 
that no one can make anything out of them.” 

She crossed over to the lawyer who was following Mon- 
sieur and Mademoiselle de Clairefont. 

“Ts it anything very serious, Malézeau?” she asked with 
an inward agitation that made her loud, hearty voice 
tremble. “It is a long while since we last saw you, and 
there must be something serious the matter to make you 
come without being summoned.” 

The lawyer bent his head in token of assent, his eyes 
rolled terribly behind his spectacles, and he opened his 
arms in a gesture of despair. 

Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice shuddered, For several 
years she had been accustomed to the remonstrances that 
the lawyer periodically addressed to his noble client, and 
each time that Malézeau had come to Clairefont, the family 
possessions had been diminished by a few acres of land 
or some of the woods. To-day all was mortgaged. The 
estate was giving way beneath the burden of the interests 
that must be paid—let the weight receive but the smallest 
addition, and it would crumble to ruins, 

“For heaven’s sake, don’t advance him any more,” said 
Aunt Isabella, ‘He is bound up in his new scheme and 
he will be sure to ask you for money, Resist his entreaties 
—look upon it asa matter of conscience. Honoré is simply 
a ‘prodigious’ son, Malézeau. Ah, how willingly would we 
kill the fatted calf if he would only give up his mad ideas !” 

“You may depénd on me, mademoiselle. I am deter- 
mined to be very firm, mademoiselle, as you will see.” 

Arrived at the top of the steps, the marquis turned round. 
Before him stretched the quiet, smiling valley, bathed in 
light; between the verdant meadows flowed the silvery 
river bordered on either side by thick and stunted willows, 
while the slates and tiles of the houses shone in the sun 
amidst the dark foliage of the trees. The air was so clear 
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that the brass weathercock which surmounted the high 
clock-tower of the church could be easily distinguished. 
The thin tinkle of a factory-bell calling the men to work 
was borne up the hill with the humming noise of the 
schoolboys playing until school began. For a moment 
the old man leant on the iron rail contemplating the peace- 
ful picture. Ardently ho inhaled the pure air until his 
lungs were filled with it. The tears sprang to his eyes, and 
he whispered to bimself: 

“Peace and quiet amidst this beautiful country—the 
calm joy of a life spent in the bosom of my family—perhaps 
that would have been true happiness after all. But each 
one must fulfil his destiny and it is wrong to attempt to 
escape it.” 

‘He shook his head, and noticing that the lawyer had 
lingered to talk to Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice, 

“Malézeau,” he called. “I am ready when you are,” 
And he went into the drawing-room. 

Robert strode along towards the left wing, where there 
was a staircase in one of the pointed towers which flanked the 
main body of the house, leading to his rooms, Gaily whist- 
ling a hunting-song he walked down the long passage on to 
which the household offices opened, and past the immense 
kitchen with its huge chimney-piece where was a spit so 
long that a calf could have been roasted whole on it. One 
solitary woman was moving about the large room, big 
enough for preparations for Gargantuan feasts, but which was 
used only to prepare the modest meals of the four occupants 
of the chateau. The young man gave a friendly greet- 
ing to the servant, and, turning to the right, was just 
about to mount the stone stairs when the sound of bursts 
of laughter mingled with the dull thud of regular blows 
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perched the red-haired shepherd boy, Rose Chassevént iron- 
ing. The thud was caused by her iron which every now 
and then she rested on a thickly-folded blanket scorched 
and burnt all over, and as she talked to her wild companion 
she went on just as quickly with her work, 

Bare-armed, her neckerchief slightly open, her checks 
flushed, the poacher’s daughter looked charming, and as 
Roussot sat, with his knees drawn up to his chin and. his 
eyes fixed on Rose with admiring covetousness, he seemed 
jike a crouching wolf on the point of springing upon his 
victim. From time to time he uttered a hoarse exclamation, 
but never pronouncing a word except when he was absolutely 
forced to do so, as if his muteness were rather the result of 
indolence than infirmity. Rose had ceased her laughter 
and now she was talking to him with the suspicion of a 
Normandy accent in her tones which gave such piquancy 
to her utterances. 

“No, Ronssot, you are not tidy enough in your person,” 
she said. “Look—-your trousers are all torn and your 
shirt is grey with dust. Besides, you smell of your sheep, 
and it isn’t nice for a girl.” 

The shepherd gave vent to a growl, his little, crafty eyes 
flashed, and, apparently making a tremendous effort, he 
articulated : 

“ Handsome at the fair.” 

“ Ab, ah, you are preparing a surprise, are you? ” oried 
the girl, pushing her hot iron quickly over the linen. 
“ Well, if only you make yourself presentable, I will dance 
with you, like [ do with the others, There, that’s a 
promise.” 

Roussot made no answer and his lips contracted viciously. 
For a few seconds there was an expression of horrible 
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“ But it’s no reason why you should sit on that window all 
day doing nothing. It would be as well for you to go and 
look after your sheep, for if you were caught here—” 

Robert's appearance prevented the ending of her sentence. 
The shepherd gave a shrill whistle, unfolded his legs like 
two springs with the adroitness of a monkey, and leaping 
out of the window, turned in the direction of the stables. 

“Now I’ve caught you chatting with your sweetheart,” 
gaid the count seating himself on the end of the ironing- 
board. ‘You needn’t be so proud with me when you are 
so good-natured to the ugliest of all the fartn lads.” 

“ Now, Monsicur Robert,” said Rose coquettishly, “have 
you come to the laundry to make a scene t” 

“Good gracious, no! 1 was going upstairs to my own 
room when I heard you talking to that young vagabond ; 
but I will not have disturbed you for nothing,” and so 
saying he stretched out his arm, caught the girl round the 
waist and dropped a kiss upon her snowy neck. 

“TJ didn't ask you for that,” said the pretty laundress, 
rearranging her kerchief. “If you kiss the daughter, you 
shouldn’t be so hard upon the father. What have I just 
heard about you and poor Chassevent 1” 

The young man frowned. 

4*Look here, Rose,” he answered; “if you want us to 
keep good friends, don’t talk to me about that old scoundrel.” 

“And don’t you come talking to me, if you treat him as 
you do!” exclaimed Rose, with crimsoning checks. 

“Come, come, don’t be naughty,” said the count edging 
nearer to her ; and taking her arm he began gently caress- 
ing it. Rose still continued to pout and kept her eyes 
obstinately fixed upon her work, but a smile began to hover 
round her lips. Her fair fluffy hair curled upwards from 
her pretty neck, and inside the loose collar a glimpse ¢ could 
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“And if you liked, how well everything could be ar- 
ranged!” she said, suddenly raising her eyes to Robert’s. 
“ Wather loves the woods and is mad over game—why don’t 
you take him as keeper? Then he’d give over snaring your 
hares and you’ve enough rabbits to keep him without 
missing any. The old house at La Saucelle is empty and 
I could go and live there with him, It would be handier 
for me to come here of a day, and I can’t tell you bow 
pleased it would make me!” 

The count’s lips approached Rose’s cheek without en- 
countering any resistance this time, and brushing her little 
mouth with his long moustache, he answered : 

“That isn’t a bad idea of yours, and it could all be easily 
managed if that old vagabond Chassevent wasn’t the most 
determined rogue within ten miles. But my preserves would 
be well kept by him who is the boon companion of all the 
poachers in the parish! No, no, my dear, I can’t provide 
your father with a dwelling unless it is the cell of a prison, 
which would be to your advantage, for there he wouldn’t be 
able to take your money or knock you about.” 

Is that what you think?” exclaimed Rose furiously, 
tearing herself from the young man’s embrace. “ Well 
then, I forbid you to come near me, and if you dare to 
touch as much as a fold of my dress, Pll tell Mademoiselle 
Antoinette about you—there now !” 

“Bravo, my pet! Virtue makes you prettier than 
ever, you must persevere with it,” said Robert langhing. 
“See, look at your red-haired lover watching you over 
there.” 

Consumed with eager, jealous curiosity, Roussot was 
slouching about the yard, his piercing eyes fixed on the 
laundry window, and the sharp, crafty expression on his 
face just then, would have very much surprised the people 
who looked upon him as an idiot. Seeing that he was 
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began to crack his whip as loudly as he could as was: his 
usual way of amusing himself. 

* Roussot is a poor lad who would not hurt a fly and 
whom I’m very sorry for,” said Rose sharply. “It is wrong 
of you to laugh at him, Monsicur Robert. He was taken 
in to your father’s household when he was found deserted 
on the roadside and he and I have grown up together since 
we were children, He wouldn’t say anything bad about 
my father, I’m sure,” 

+ “Well, there, let’s make it up,” responded Robert, gently 
pinching and pulling her sun-burnt ear. “We'll see if 
something can’t be done to please you without injuring the 
preserves,” 

The girl’s face brightened, her lips curved in a smile and 
offering her cheek to the young man with coaxing coquet- 
tishness, she said : 

“Oh, you can be so nice when you like.” 

He caught her in his arms and kissed her eagerly, but 
she freed herself with a cry and turning rather pale ; 

“Ah, you hurt me,” she said. ‘Do not squeeze me so 
tightly ; you are so strong and you could stifle me without 
ever meaning to,” 

“And that would be a thousand pities,” put in % deep 
voice. 

Robert turned round angrily, to see Tondeur’s red and 
grinning face at the window. 

“Your servant, Monsieur Robert,” said the merry old : 
fellow. ‘‘By jingo, you know what’s good!” And he 
went off into a hearty laugh which made his face turn 
violet. 

“ What do you want here?” asked the count, roughly. 

“Something which concerns you more than it does me, 
Monsieur Robert. As I was going round the clearings just 
now, I found a nest of musket-hawks and I came straicht 
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“Thanks very much,” said Robert, altering his’ tone. 
“ Just wait for me, will you, while I get my gun.” 

“Mind you don’t forget what you have promised me,” 
cried Rose after him, noisily moving her irons on the stove. 

“We'll see about it! Wait for me, Tondeur.” 

And the young count ran lightly up the staircase. 

“What has he promised you, Rosie?” asked the timber- 
merchant, leaning his great, hairy hands on the window-sill. 
“To marry you?” 

“You old stupid !” returned the pretty laundress. “Oh, 
there’s Monsieur Malézeau just going out—go and ask 
him if he has been told to draw up. the wedding-contract 
yet.” 

The lawyer was walking across the court-yard, accom- 
panied by the marquis who was talking with a great deal of 
animation, while Malézeau was listening with his back bent 
as if he were resolved to support a whole avalanche of argu- 
ments without altering a fixed determination that he had 
made. But the inventor would not be cast down by his 
lawyor’s attitude, which was anything but encouraging, and 
he went on talking, accompanying his words with a great 
deal of gesticulation. 

“Yes, for fifty thousand francs I could take out the 
patent, and then I could make known my discovery and 
realise enormous profits. Do you hear, Malézeau?” 

“T hear and I understand, sir; it is all very clear, 
sir, But where are you to get these fifty thousand francs, 
since, sir, you run the risk of being turned ont of your 
house, if, sir, you do not pay a debt of a hundred and 
aixty-three thousand francs next week.” 

“Where shall I get them from? Why from you, my dear 
fellow. You surely will not let me lose so much for the 
sake of so smalla sum as that! Fifty thousand franes! And 
it means wealth. Come, lend it me!” 


Pn ee a eee eR, ORM Re aay Kee Leet 


92 THE MARL-PIT MYSTERY. 


my clients, honour as well as the law forbids me to 
dispose of it. Take my advice—give up the immediate 
realization of your plans and turn all your energies to 
finding a means of escape from the position in which you 
are placed. Believe me, it is very serions —” 

“Oh, Til get out of it, I answer for that, but it won't 
be by economising—it will be my invention which will save 
us all. Imust have fifty thousand francs—on a second 
mortgage-—eh ?” 

“You will not obtain the sum, sir. Your credit in 
the province is exhausted, and if I had not arranged 
everything for you up to now, you would not have 
been able to borrow a halfpenny for a long time past, 
sir,” 

“Oh, well, I expect my future son-in-law this evening, and 
T will ask him to lend nte the money. He'll understand 
me,” 

For a moment Malézeau hesitated, then, picking up his 
courage in both hands, he said : 

“Tf you do, sir, he will go away never to return, sir, 

Will you yourself furnish him with a pretext for break- 
ing off this marriage which has already been delayed so 
long?” 
» “What are you talking about, Malézeau? Do you for an 
instant suppose that Monsieur de Croix Mesnil is not 
disposed to fulfil his engagement? If I thought that to be 
the case, I should be far from regretting my daughter’s 
hesitation to marry him, and besides, when I am in a posi- 
tion to give her a princely dowry—as I shall be~-she will 
not want for suitors. Well, since I find you so determined, 
I must turn out all my pockets and try to manage without 
your help, All Task you to do is to try and temporise. 
See my creditors—” 

“Sir,” interposed the attorney, “yon have bnt 
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“ Ah 1” said Monsieur de Clairefont and all the’ anithation 
died out of his-face and voice. ‘ And,” he added with pain- 
ful anxiety, “this one creditor is—” 

“‘Carvajan,” said the attorney, bending his head despond- 
ingly. 

“ Has he then paid off all the others?” 

“Yes, sir, he has quietly bought up every one of your 
pills and promissory notes. He wished you to have no 
one but himself to deal with, sir.” 

All the inventor's illusions were dissipated in an instant. 
His false security fled, and he saw before him the abyss to 
which he was so rashly hurrying. While he forgot himself 
in his fool’s paradise, his enemy was working steadily on at 
his ruin. His heart turned cold, there came a singing in 
his. ears and a darkness before his eyes, as if the sky had 
~ suddenly turned black. 

His son’s voice recalled him to himself. The young man 
was going out, his gun on his shoulder and accompanied by his 
sister, and both were bright and joyous in the careless, happy 
fashion of youth, Antoinette had a red sun-shade unfurled 
above her pretty head, and when she saw the marquis in the 
distance she cried to him : 

“Will you come with us, papa? We are going to the 
clearing with Monsieur Tondeur.” 

‘No, my dear ; I must go in and work.” 

He watched them go with a look of tender sadness in his 
eyes and noted with fond pride the easy, upright carriage 
and broad shoulders of his son, and the graceful, elegant 
outlines of his daughter. They were his most precious 
possession, all that he had to love, and should he leave them 
exposed to Carvajan’s vengeance? Would he not rather 
fight for their present and their future ? 

The blood rushed to his brain. He was endowed with 
fresh energy. he felt capable of performing marvels, but, 
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salvation dnd when he had yet the chance, with patient and 
strict economy, of righting himself and Sercoming his 
financial difficulties, he prepared to descend still lower into 
the gulf which was slowly and surely swallowing up his 
fortune. : 

“Only get Carvajan to give me time,” he said to the 
lawyer, “and all will be right.” 

He paused to turn and look at his chateau, theu he 
resumed in prophetic tones : 

“You sce these turrets, and these roofs? Well, before 
long I shall be able to cover them with gold if the fancy 
takes me.” 

He began to laugh and nod his white head and, with a 
gesture of farewell to Malézeau, who was anxiously asking 
himself if he had not a madman to deal with, he returned 
to his laboratory. 


CHAPTER 1Y. 


Ir had not been without a feeling of deep emotion that 
Pascal had seen La Neuville once again. He had left it 
little more than a child, and he returned a man. During 
the long hours of his lonely life abroad, he had often turned 
his thoughts to the causes which had led to his departure, 
and not once had he been troubled by a regret. He had 
done what he ought to have done. Forced by cireumstances 
to judge and to condemn his father, he had fled as though 
to punish himself for his want of respect. He had thrown 
himself headlong into work, and gradually his mind had 
grown calmer. Absence and time stretched a veil between 
his memory and Carvajan’s terrible face, until at last its 
features appeared to him with their hardness softened or 
effaced. 

During these years of exile which he passed alone amidst 
the crowded cities of foreign lands, he had grown passion- 
ately fond of his distant country and his forsaken home. 
He had written regularly to his father telling him of his 
work and his hopes, and Carvajan, with the exactitude of a 
man accustomed to trade, had sent him short, cold, concise 
answers which were simply business letters with hardly a 
word of affection dropped in at the end. Always sound, 
practical advice, given with marvellous intuition of his son’s 
position, but never a word which could be construed into 
an allusion to the past or a hint about the future. Never, 
in a moment of loneliness or melancholy had Carvajan given 
wav. to the instinctive loneine of old ave for heln and 
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proug obstinacy was ‘strongly betrayed in his dealing with 
Pascal. The latter had wished to go, had #thdrawn him. 
self from all paternal authority, and he could make what 
use he liked of his liberty with perfect unrestraint. 

But when the day came when, tired of wandering ovey 
the world and having finished the work he had undertaken, 
the young man sent word to announce his speedy return, he 
received from his father in reply a note short as usual, but 
which gave evidence of an unexpected satisfaction. It touched 
Pascal deeply. His father had not given him so many 
manifestations of his affection as to make him receive them 
with indifference, and he felt no false shame at his emotion. 
He only rejoiced to think that the old man was glad to sec 
his son again and that his cold, hard heart was softenzd by 
a faint ray of joy. 

Thus Pascal set off with two-fold delight—that of return: 
ing to his native land and that of finding his father gentler 
and more kind. Accustomed as he was to journeys of 
several weeks’ duration and the slow means of conveyance 
in countries that were hardly yet civilised, the short crossing 
from America to France seemed long to him, and the rail- 
way journey interminable. He was in such a fever of 
impatience that he hardly gave himself time to deliver his 
reports to the firm in Paris before he set out for La 
Neuville, where he arrived in the evening. 

His heart beat fast as he got out of the train, and he 
walked along the platform in an agitation he vainly 
attempted to repress. His eyes, dimmed by tears, did not 
see at first a little man who was waiting upright and stiff 
just outside the railway station, but suddenly there were 
two simultaneous exclamations. 

“ Pascal 1” 

“ Father !” 

And swaved by an irresistible impulse. they fell in each 
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The mayor gf La Neuville, quickly recovering from his - 

emotion, gave some brief orders to the porters about the’ 
luggage, which was to be taken to the Rue du Marché, then, 
slipping his hand beneath his son’s arm, led him through 
the town, absently acknowledging the grectings he received 


‘from passers-by, hastening his steps to avoid the importu- 


nate and keeping up a continuous flow of questions about, 
the business-matters entrusted to Pascal’s care, eagerly 
anxious as to the results, indifferent to the means employed 
to obtain those results. 

Thoy dined and passed the evening téte-a-téte, Carvajan 
watching the young man and finding a strange pleasure in 
listening to the deep voice which touched a chord in the 
old man’s heart that he had never felt vibrate before. He 
admired his son, he thought him clever, brilliant, superior, 
and when Pascal told him that he had come back with six 
hundred thousand francs, the amount for which he had sold 
his share in the transactions he had brought to so successful 
a termination, the banker uttered a cry of joy. But almost 
immediately his face darkened, his tone became cold, his 
gestures lost their animation, for the thought flashed 


. through his brain: “Rich, my son can do without me. I 


shall have no hold over him.” 

For Carvajan was essentially a man to rule, and for him 
to take an interest in anyone it was uecessary for that 
person to be dependent on him, However, the unpleasant 
impression soon faded away for Pascal had again commenced 
to speak and his deep, musical voice was once more ringing 
through the room. 

“What is this strange impression that he is producing 


‘upon me?” thought the banker. “There is some irresist- 


ible power in his speech, and as I listen to him I find it 
difficult not to agree with all his opinions. Shall I—but it 
is only a momentary effect, it will pass away in a few days.” 


The traveller was tired and it was at an early hour that 
a 
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he rose to seek his room. His father himself led the way to 
the first storey, along the dark passages and narrow stair- 
case of the little house, pausing at last before a door which 
Pascal recognised as that of his mother’s room. He stood 
still, hesitating, while all the past returned to his mind, 
Then Carvajan turned the handle, and the young man saw 
again the room just as it had been in bygone times. All 
was the same. It seemed as if during all these years no one 
had entered this room made sacred by death. The little 
familiar objects were arranged on the table as though they 
awaited their owner to come and touch and use them, and 
the embroidery-frame, covered with grey linen, stood by the 
fireplace near the favourite casy chair. The sensation pro- 
duced on Pascal was such as to make him ask himself if he 
had not been dreaming, if the years he had passed so far 
away had really gone by, and if he were not about to hear his 
mother’s voice. But it was Carvajan’s cold, commonplace 
tones that made themselves heard in the large, shadowy. 
room, 

“T thought you would be more comfortable here than in 
the room you used to have,” he said. 

More comfortabl®! Was that all that he had thought of 
when he prepared for his son his mother’s room | He had not 
foreseen the tender melancholy which would inevitably steal 
over Pascal. He little dreamed that two or three words 
spoken from his heart at this moment of emotion would 
have gained him his son’s confidence and submission hence- 
forth, and so he left these words unuttered and pressing his 
child’s hand, as a chance travelling-companion might have 
done when saying good-night on the threshold. of an hotel 
bedroom, he withdrew. . 

Pascal was up and dressed by an early hour the following 
morning, but his father had risen still earlier and had 
already left the house to sec to some business matters. His 
absence was somewhat of a relief to the young man who 
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longed to visit every nook and cranny of the house “yhere 
his childhood had been passed. 

He opened the window and looked out upon the narrow, 
dirty street where the same fountain was sprinkling the 
pavement before the same shops owned by the same people. 
Life in the town went on in precisely the same lines as when 
he bad left it. In the distance he could hear the notes of a 
flute played by a goatherd who had always passed through 
the Rue du Marché every morning at eight o'clock, When 
Pascal was a child, his mother used to call him to see the 
goats go by, and once when he was ill he had been given 
some of their milk to drink every day for a fortnight. Now 
he could hear the tinkling of the bell of the goat which 
carried the basket of driuking-cups, and all at once the herd 
came round the corner of the street. ‘They were still 
guarded by the same goatherd as of old and the tune he 
played had not changed. The goats passed by, their small 
hoofs ringing on the stones, and shaking their Bearded 
heads as they moved; then they disappeared round the 
turning into the market-place and gradually the tinkling of 
the bell and the sounds of the flute died away in the dis- 
tance leaving Pascal still listening, with dreamy eyes and a 
tight feeling round his heart as if it had been his yonth he 
had just watched vanish and disappear. 

Slowly he went downstairs. On the staircase he met a 
servant at whom he cast a careless glance, only to be sur- 
prised at her beauty. She was a girl of about twenty, with 
dark hair, a fair complexion and blue eyes, and there was 
something coquettish about her dress. She was carrying up 
a large copper jug of water, and she greeted him with a smile. 

“Perhaps you are looking for your father, Monsieur Pas- 
cal,” she said. ‘‘ He went out soon after daybreak to ga to 
his farm at La Moncelle, and he won’t be back before twelve 
o'clock, so if you wouid like to go for a little walk, you have 
plenty of time, and it will give you an appetite.” 


* 
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“Thank you, that is what I am thinking of doing.” 

“Good-bye then, for the present, sir.” 

Paseal turned out of the house into the fresh. cool air, 
where the swallows were chasing each other high up towards 
the blue sky. He walked up to Couvrechamps, wandered 
along the leafy paths, and lost himself in the meadows, in- 
haling with delight the strong odours of his native soil, 
dazzled by the sun, intoxicated by the perfumes borne to him 
on the breeze, and unconscious of the fate which was leading 
him to the shady lane along which the beautiful horsewomau 
was riding, dreamy and alone. 

And thus it happened that he, who the day before had 
been heart-whole and filled with but the one desire to forget 
the past and to accommodate himself to the present by 
closing his eyes to everything he must otherwise con- 
demn, found himself in an instant placed in a position 
where he would be forced to face such a tempest as he had 
never faced before. An unknown power swept down and 
took possession of him, subjugating him and making him 
its slave, and so for a second time he found himself opposed 
to his father. 

He had heard truly when he was told that he had come 
in time to see the battle at its height. Clairefont was pitted 
against Carvajan, and the duel, commenced thirty years be- 
fore, had reached the stage when one or other of the com- 
batants must fall. Pascal knew now all the details of what 
had taken place between his father and the marquis, for 
Fleury had told him the whole story as they walked down 
the hill-side together. He was able to-fill up the gaps in 
the narrative by the aid of bis own recollections, and many 
details which had impressed him as a child, and which he 
had not then understood, became clear to him now. He 
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and the customs. It was 1880, and at La N euville, instead 
of 1300, and Verona, The weapons were no longer the 
sword and the dagger, but the equally terrible one, money. 
There was no blood drawn—blood which would spurt forth 
and be seen, but honour was assailed, and reputation injured 
by stabs in the dark. It was not an open, stirring, declared 
hostility, buta dill, patient, hypocritical struggle, more dan- 
gevrous and more bitter than a brave hand-to-hand en- 
connter. 

Pascal reckoned up the opposing forces and saw that they 
were very unequal. On the one side there was the marquis, a 
tender-hearted, weak-minded old man, unable to caleulate or 
foresee, tossed hither and thither by his Utopian schemes 
and continually sacrificing the substance for the shadow, 
while, on the other was Carvajan, hard-hearted and hard- 
headed, never taking a step unless he was sure of whither it 
would lead, but having once taken it, never retracing it. It 
was a dwarf fighting against a giant and the victory was a 
foregone conclusion, 

Pascal knew by what means the confederates were pre- 
paring to obtain this victory, for, secretly interested as he 
was in the defence, he was in the very centre of the attack- 
ing body. He saw them all labouring like a lot of ants 
greedily stripping some dead animal of his flesh till only the” 

sbones are left white and clean, He knew what they had 
gained already. Tondeur had bought the saw-mills.in the 
La Saucelle woods—those famons steam saw-mills which had 
so lowered the wages of the wood-cutters. Dumontier, Car- 
vajan’s brother-in-law, had lent a hundred and twenty-thou- 
sand francs, receiving as security a mortgage on the fertile 
meadows through which flows the river Thelle, Fleury, 
Carvajan’s tool, the Pere Joseph of this Richelieu, had ad- 
vanced no money, but he fully merited a share of the spoil for 
the good servic2 he was continually rendering as magistrate’s 
clerk, and by doing duty as appraiser and auctioneer at the 
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sales for debt in which nearly all the banker’s loans resulted. 
Pourtois coveted the land which lay immediately around 
his inn, and aspired to seeing work resumed at the Great 
Marl-Pit, for since the furnaces in the lime-kilns had been 
extinguished and the workmen dismissed, there had been a 
considerable falling off in his receipts, and | his dining-tables 
were empty. 

As for Carvajan himself, he would be content with 
nothing less than Honoré de Clairefont’s lands, money, 
happiness and honour. The most complete catastrophe 
seemed hardly sufficient in his eyes. He longed to see this 
man, who had humiliated him, at his feet that he might 
trample on him, and to this exquisite moral pleasure he did 
not disdain to add the material satisfaction of having made 
a very profitable speculation, for he was always practical, 
even in his vengeance. Possessor of the Clairefont estate, 
he was master of the surrounding districts. He could lead 
upinion, become a member of the Conseil Général, be elected 
deputy and, by working the Great Marl-Pit with the develop- 
ments and improvements he would be able to effect, he 
could create an industrial power which must necessarily 
assure its founder a boundless future. 

Pascal was fully aware of his father’s ambitious disposition. 
The ex-shopman was endowed with a silent, savage vanity 
which disclosed to him the heights reserved for his capacity 
to reach, Obstacles he disregarded ; he either went round 
them or overturned them. He was one of those men who, 
starting from nothing, arrive at everything and are never 
stopped for want of expedients. He dared all, and if he 
failed at first, he recommenced his efforts again and again un- 
til he did succeed. 

Since Pascal’s return the banker had been quite different. 
He altered his habits, would stop to talk to people in the 
streets, and was never tired of saying how glad he was to 

“have his son with him again. The house in the Rue du 
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Marché quite changed its appearance. The windows? which 
were generally closed, were thrown wide open, and the 
whole abode lost its air of mystery and suspicion. And 
what was still more extraordinar: y, Carvajan prepared to en- 
tertain his friends, . 

“T do not wish my son to fecl the time pass. tediously in 
my house,” he said to those who expressed a little surprise. 
“He is young and needs amusement, For an old fellow 
like me, the house is cheerful enough, but for him it wants 
livening up, and I should like to See’ some ladies in it, 
Pascal is thirty now, and it’s time he thought abont marry- 
ing.” 

He had become suddenly filled with this idea of marrying 
his son. He was always ready to talk about it, and he 
busied himself incessantly about putting it into execution, 

He had paid all sorts of unwonted attentions to the 
Leglorieux, the rich millers of Capendu, and when Madame 
and Mademoiselle Leglorienx received an invitation to 
dinner from the mayor of La Neuville, they crimsoned with 
delight. Then they hurried off to Rouen, and spent two 
hours with Mademoiselle Siméon, the milliner in the Rue 
Beauvoisino, and the best dress-maker inthe town. Madame 
leglorieux’ daughter was a tall handsome girl of ahout 
twenty, and a splendid type of the Normandy race, with her 
white skin, magnificent hair, and large hands and feet. She 
was the oply child, and Fleury, who knew to within a few 
hundred francs how much every one in the neighbourhood 
possessed, often said: “ Ah, she'll be well off one of these 
days.” 

Madame Leglorieux, trembling with hope, had at once 
opened her heart to her daughter. 

“My dear,” she said, “it must.be a meuriage that is in 
question, for it is the first time Monsieur Carvajan has 
ever invited ladies to his house—always before be has had 
only men. Oh, Félicie, think of it! He has millions, and 
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his sor. is so nice. They say that as a barrister he is ex- 
tremely clever—far more so than Monsieur Bonnet. If he 
would come and live at Rouen, he might easily become 
senior advocate and you would dine at the Prefecture!” 

Mademoiselle Félicie made no reply, but her eyes shone, 
and there was a bright red spot on cach of her, cheeks. 

And yet Pascal, directly his father allowed him a moment 
to himself, turned his footsteps in the direction of Clairefont, 
Twice he went in the evening to the lane where he had met 
Antoinette and, hiding behind the hedge, seated himself in 
the clover, which was yet warm from the last rays of the 
sun, and waited. But the beautiful horsewoman was no 
longer visible. Then he was bold enough to go close up to 
the park-gates, and the large Scotch deerhound, stretched 
lazily among the shrubs where he had scratched a hole to 
try and find a cool place, raised his long nose and gave vent 
to one or two barks of vexation. The young man crouched 
down by the park-wall, fearing he might be seen, and, in the 
silence he heard Antoinette’s musical voice, saying : 

“Be quiet, Fox. It is only some beggar ; are you going 
to be so naughty as to show your teeth at poor people ?” 

“Tf he does, he’ show them to us one of these days,” 
added the harsh voice of Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice. 

These words cut Pascal to the heart. They formed a far 
more impassable separation between Mademoiselle de Claire- 
font and himself'than the stones of the high park wall, for 
was it not Carvajan who was bringing about this ruin! 

He walked slowly away. Night was drawing on, a slight 
mist was creeping over the woods, and through the trees 
could be seen the sctting sun crimsoning the clouds with its 
blood-red rays. The young man followed the edge of the 
common where he had seen Rose washing her linen, and on 
it he saw Roussot’s flock of sheep browsing on the scanty 
herbage under the cuardianship of the black doo The 
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which was open for the night, and was blowing througlf a hol- 
Jow elder stalk that he had formed into a primitive flute from 
which he drew a shrill, plaintive sound which died away in 
the air like the lamenting cry of a wounded bird. 

Pascal’s vicinity was soon discovered by the idiot, who, 
leaping to his feet, uttered two strident shouts which his dog 
at once obeyed by gathering together the scattered sheep. 
Then, geizing his whip, Roussot began to furiously gesticul- 
ate, as if the passer-by had committed a grave crime in even 
approaching his sheep, and for a long while Pascal heard 
the hill re-echoing with the sharp cracking of the whip 
alternating with the shepherd’s shonts. 

He reached home feeling sad to the heart, although he 
had only been back in La Neuville a week. Carvajan at 
once noticed the change in his son, At first he watched 
him in silence, then he said : 

“What is the matter with you? Is there something or 
some one here you don’t like? If so it shall be altered, my 
boy. I want you to be happy.” 

Pascal looked at his father and thought him sincere. 
“He has grown gentler as he has grown older,” he thought. 
“ Perhaps he really would doa great deal to please me,” and 
he resolved to take advantage of his softened mood and tell 
him all. 

There might yet be time to turn aside the blow with which 
Clairefont was threatened. If only the return of the son 
who had been a wanderer over the globe for so long, could 
be the signal for the cessation of hostilities ! Ob, with what 
affection would he repay his father, if for his sake he would 
consent to spare his vanquished enemies! He thought of 
Antoinette freed from her cares, able at last to smile, and 
of how it would be to him that the young girl would owe 
her father’s safety and her own peace of mind. A flood of 
tender pity swept over him at the thought and he determined 
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“ Fathe’,” he said, “since I have come home, I have not 
been able to help admiring the changes that have been 
effected. Here I find you the first man in the town, but 
although you already hold a high position, I see that it is 
not yet as high as it may be.” 

Here Carvajan bent his head in token of acknowledgment, 
while his bronze face expanded in a silent laugh. 

“ Still I can see one dark cloud on the horizon,” continued 
Pascal, “and that is the state of enmity in which you live 
with the occupants of Olairefont. Do you think it is worthy 
of you to prolong a struggle which agitates. the whole neigh- 
bourhood? For, all those who are not on your side are on 
theirs, and you are setting the whole place at variance.” 

The banker looked down as was his custom when he 
wished to avoid discussion, and answered with dull irony : 

“T shall not do so much longer, now.” 

Pascal would not be deceived by the ambiguity of th’s 
reply. He knew how much influence lay in persuasion, 
even where Carvajan was concerned. 

“T hear it said on all sides that the Marquis Honoré is at 
the end of his résources, and that is what encourages me to 
speak to you so plainly, although I know the subject is dis- 
pleasing to you. Here are some unfortunate people, who, by 
dint of ignorance, eccentricity, folly—call the cause what you 
will—have arrived at the verge of utterruin, For the wrong 
they have done you, father, what greater punishment can 
you wish them?” 

An expression of terrible glee stole over Carvajan’s face. 
He threw up his head and raising bis yellow eyes, which 
were gleaming with hatred : 

“Boy,” he said, with contemptuous pity, ‘you do not 
understand what you are talking about.” 

There was so much bitter irony in these few words, they 
were so thoroughly the utterance of an insatiable vengeance, 
that they froze Pascal to the heart. He had hoped to per- 
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suade Carvajan to alter his course, or at least’ to provoke 
a discussion which would have some favourable result, and 
he found his father cold and hard as marble and replying 
with the superior indulgence of a man talking to a child. 
Still he would not look upon himself as beaten, and he re- 
turned to the charge. 

“There can be no doubt that the Marquis de Clairefont 
is but a sorry adversary for so powerful a combatant as 
yourself,” : 

“He, he!” returred Carvajan scoffingly. “One ought 
never to disdain one’s enemy. If the marquis had only 
repeated that to himself every evening before going to bed, 
for the last thirty years, perhaps he wouldn’t be in the 
plight he is now.” 

“ But he is old—” 

“ Ab, by the way, he is just my age.” 

“ And there are women in his family worthy of considera- 
tion.” 

At these words, Carvajan started to his feet, and looking 
sharply at his son, said in a harsh metallic voice—his real 
voice—which made Pascal’s nerves vibrate : 

“Women? Who told you so? Or perhaps you have seen 
them? We shall get into a pretty state if they are to be 
mixed up in our affairs! Women! Are there not always 
women where the marquis is concerned? And is it in the 
old Demoiselle de Saint Maurice that you take so deep an 
interest, or the beautiful Antoinette ?” 

The young girl’s name, uttered with such rough familiarity 
rang painfully on the young man’s ear. ‘To him the accent 
with which his father pronounced it seemed a degradation, 
and had the latter allowed him time he would have cut 
short all further comment. 

“Who has been sperking to you about these women?” 
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over the country ever since you have come back and they 
are always on the roads, like the adventuresses that they 
are. Perhaps they have even spoken to you? They have 
not much shame about them, and then Carvajan’s son— 
what an opportunity!” And the banker ended with a 
horrible laugh, 

“ Father, I implore ygu—” 

“Be quiet! Do you think I don’t know them? At this 
moment, they would do anything for money. But you 
should beware of them, they’re very sharp—the young one 
especially, with her innocent airs and her cavalry captain 
who won’t come to the scratch! You take my word for 
it, my boy, they’re a bad lot, and don’t you have anything to 
do with them, you'll only be taken in, It wanted old 
Carvajan to get to the bottom of them and it wasn’t an 
easy job for him. If you are afraid of the noise that the 
downfall of that crumbling old ruin which calls itself the 
house of Clairefont will make, go to Paris for a little while— 
you are young and you ought to amuse yourself. But take 
my advice and never try to alter the position of the nine- 
pins I set up. I certainly like you very well, but all the 
same you might et a nasty knock when I am bowling.” 

Pascal tried to make one more effort, but his deep, musical 
voice no longer exercised any seduction. As soon as his 
hatred was in question old Carvajan encased himself in a 
suit of adamantine armour on which the best-directed blows 
fell harmless. 

“ Besides,” he added with mock good humour, “you need 
not be so sensitive. The marquis has others with him be- 
sides women—he has a big fellow of twenty-eight or thirty, 
strong as a bull, although until now he has only wasted his 
strength on follies. But if he wishes to work, he can do 80, 
and you and I know how people can get on. I began by 
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hinder this fine youth from building up the family fortunes 
again? He, he! perhaps we misjudge the boy! Who 
knows but what he has another vocation than that of 
stunning a stableman and thrashing a poacher, between 
two drinks? I should be delighted to find that he had 
hidden capacities and to see him prove one fine day that he 
is good for something.” 

Carvajan paused and his face ane hard and dark. Then 
with a gesture decided and sharp as a blow from a cleaver; 

“But if,” he went on, “he is at once useless and harmful, 
like all his family, then he must fall and disappear, ‘There 
is no room in society, as it is now constituted, for the vicious 
and the idle.” 

Thus to excuse himself in his son’s eyes, did the mayor of 
La Neuville pretend to turn his work of revenge into a blow 
struck for the good of society. It was no longer Carvajan 
crushing Clairefont. It was a hardworking people conquer- 
ing an indolent nobility and using the hatchet to cut away 
the parasitical growths which were stifling their country. 

After so rough a repulse, Pascal tried to divert his father’s 
thoughts by assuming an air of utter indifference. He had 
only been led to speak by scruples which were perhaps ex- 
cessive. ‘The Clairefont family were nothing to him; he 
did not know them and did not wish to do so. Carvajan let 
him talk on without a word, but he resolved to have Pascal 
watched by some one whom he could trust and who would 
know how to follow up the clue given him. But even as he 
was thinking this, Pascal, suspecting something of the kind, 
determined not to walk again in the direction of Clairefont 
until some time had elapsed. 

Thus they remained face to face, each secretly watching 

the other as he would an adversary, already separated by 
shar thanehts and motives. and suspicious one of the other— 
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moment all his illusions and recognising again to his inexpres- 
sible grief the tyrant who had already made him fly from his 
home once before. 

The dinner to which the mayor had invited all the lead- 
ing men of La Neuville to celebrate his son’s return was a 
very splendid affair, for there is no one like a miser to spend 
upon occasion, and the #umptuousness of the menu caused 
quite a sensation even in a province where wedding and other 
ceremonial feasts last at least four hours. The sub-prefect 
was present, not having dared to send an excuse in answer 
to the invitation he had received. The guests were waited 
upon by waiters from Rouen, whose appearance had so im- 
posing an effect upon the clder Dumontier, Carvajan’s 
brother-in-law, that every time one of them changed his 
plate he could not help saying ; “Thank you, sir,” in spite 
of the furious glances darted at him by his wife. 

Commenced in great solemnity in the sombre dining-room 
which had been dennded of all superfluous furniture for the 
occasion, for there were twenty-two at table, the dinner be- 
came gradually gayer until when the joint, which had been 
preceded by several entrées, was reached and the glasses 
were filled with Burgundy, the tongues were thoroughly 
loosened and the conversation became extremely noisy. 

Fleury, who was only separated from the son of the house 
by Mademoiselle Leglorieux, attempted to draw out the 
young man and with that object began to talk about 
America, But he found all his attempts useless. Taciturn 
and absolved, Pascal seemed determined not to let himself 
go. His surroundings were detestable to him and the pro- 
spect of living with these people, whose manners, language 
and ideas were so revolting to him, seemed intolerable. 
Carvajan, cold and severe, sober in gesture and words, had, 
the proud, menacing distinction of a prince compared to 
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offensive to Pascal and plunged him into a profound 
melancholy. 

Mademoiselle Leglorieux, red and full-blown as a peony, 
sat beside him, mincing and tossing her head, endeavouring 
to be elegant, raising her glass to her lips with her little 
finger held stiffly out, picking and choosing her words and 
making a display of a ridiculous «affectation, Tondeur, 
squeezed into a black coat which was making him endure 
torture, had turned violet and was accompanying every 
sally of Fleury’s with an asthmatical, wheezy laugh. 
Madame Leglorieux was pouring fully detailed confidences 
into Carvajan’s ear about her daughter’s talents and the 
legacies she had to expect from her two great-uncles the 
rich farmers of Bray, 

“Yes, sir, I can truthfully say that Feélicie will be a 
first-class match, such as could not be found elsewhere 
in the whole canton, Thank God, her father and I are 
strong and healthy, but all the same she will have three 
hundred thousand francs the day she marries. And do you 
know what she is called in La Neuville? The heiress ! 
You see she will have so much, without counting what we 
shall leave her, as far in the future as possible, of course !” 

She began to laugh and the black corkscrew curls which 
bung on each side of her face danced as if they were on 
springs, while Carvajan looked at and listened to her with 
an expression of utter tranquillity. 

It struck Pascal, who was straining his ears to listen to 
her, to compare the mother and daughter, and he was 
amazed to find how deplorably great was the resemblance. 
They had the same figure, the same colour, the same features. 
In Madame Leglorieux, he had a picture of what Feélicie 
would be at forty, when her figure had developed, her com- 
plexion become mottled, her eyes bloated and her intellect 
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: Then he reasoned with himself coldly and calmly. What 

was there so surprising in it after all? Would it not be a 
very suitable union and ought he to hope for any other? 
The girl was of the same district and the same rank of life 
as himself, and could he find a better bride? He, the gon 
ofa wealthy peasant, was not destined to make such an 
alliance as a nobleman of ‘old family, and he had merely 
given way to his imagination by looking higher than he 
ought. 

He became unconscious of what was going on around him, 
of the noise and laughter and conversation, of the more 
ardent animation of the guests. He pictured himself alone 
in a silent, shady park, while before his eyes passed the * 
figure of a girl, softly and mistily outlined as in a dream. 
She was his love and no one else, and he felt ready to make 
every effort to gain her. Nothing should tire his patience, 
nothing diminish his courage, and in the end he would wear 
out resistance, disarm all anger and be happy. 

He quivered at the thought. What joy to feel her small 
hand upon his trembling arm! What bliss to pass through 
life with her! To see no one but her, to think of nothing 
but her, to melt his being into hers and to have no longer 
a thought, a hope, a desire which was not centred in her. 
To be her husband, never to leave her but to return to throw 
himself more humbly at her feet, a master eager to make 
himself a slave, To see her reach the perfection of 
maternity, to have this exquisite woman the mother of his 
children who would be fair, rosy, happy, imperious and 
coaxing as herself, and to feel his heart hardly large enough 
to contain all the love his darlings would inspire! Then he 
would need a paradise, some happy place filled with warmth 
and light, with perfumed air and radiant sunshine that his 


loved ones might not know the “meaning of pain or grief. 
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songs to charm the listening ears. The gravel would be- 
come softer so as not to hurt. the little wilful, playful feet. 
Nothing in all natare could be pure, beautiful and good 
enough for Antoinette and her babes. 

A violent acclamation aroused him from his voluptuous 
dream. All his father’s guests had risen and, touching each 
other’s glasses, were drinking his safe return, while Madame 
Leglorienx shook her curls and gave Carvajan a triumphant 
look which seemed to say : 

“You have brought him back. We will keep him!” 

Fleury, after bowing to the sub-prefect with grovelling 
obsequiousness to excuse himself for taking so great a 

“liberty, commenced a speech he had prepared beforehand 
and which he pretended to stumble over so as to give it the 
semblance of an impromptu effort, In it he made some 
thinly-veiled allusions to the struggle between Clairefont and 
Carvajan, insinuating that for many long years the mayor 
of La Neuville had been the defender of the common liberty 
which was threatened by the last representatives of the old 
feudal oppression. 

“A day, which perhaps is not very far off, will come 
when prosperity will reign over the land as the priceless re- 
ward of this triumphant resistance,” he said, in conclusion ; 
“and this splendid result will be entirely owing to Monsieur 
Carvajan, the mayor of La Neuville. I will say no more, 
for you understand what I mean. Unite then with me in 
drinking the health of our esteemed and respected friend. 
Here’s to his health !” 

“1 know what I’m talking about, and I say he’s made of 

the right stuff,” yelled Tondeur, in addition. 

Fleury had said truly. They did all understand him and 
the flushed faces, the shining eyes told plainly of their 
awakened covetousness. They were all longing to share 
the spoil, for it was always the Great Marl-Pit they had in 
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hillside and each of the associates in the work of ruin would 
be able to draw largely from it. 

Suddenly there was silence—Carvajan was about.to reply. 
He rose to his feet, looking very grave, and the cold, 
measured words fell slowly from his lips. He modestly 
denied the honour they would do him by attributing the 
precious advantages the future promised to his feeble initia- 

. tive, for he had had most valuable colleagues, But he was 
glad to have obtained general approbation, for the end that 
he had always kept before his eyes was solely the interests 
of those then around him. 

And he placed his hand on his heart with the unction of 
an apostle ready to immolate himself for the sake of humanity, 
and, in their delight, his guests redoubled their applause. 

Pascal assisted at this scene with wondering stupor. He 
asked himself if he were dreaming, or if, until now, he had 
not been deceived by false appearances. But suddenly his 
eyes fell on Fleury’s monkey-like face wrinkled into a silent 
smile, and he recalled the confidences of the magistrate’s 
clerk, Then all that he had just seen was only a horrible 
comedy—-all that he had heard, a shameless lie ! 

He felt sick with disgust. He thought of the free, true 
life he had been leading but a few weeks before, and again 
he saw the vast plains of America stretched out before him 
as if to invite him to their silent, verdant solitude. A sen- 
sation of fresh, wholesome repose enveloped him at the 
thought, and he fancied he could feel the perfumed breeze 
of the savannah upon his forehead, calming the tempest of 
his brain; Why had he returned? What was he doing in 
this mire? As he tried to answer these questions all his 
moral strength returned to him—the strength that in the 
old days would have prevented anything in the world mak- 
ing him an accomplice in any deed of infamy. A sudden 
enthusiasm filled his heart; he felt master of himself, 
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escape from the degradation he was being forced toe share. 
He vowed to himself to leave all, family, friends and coun- 
try, and to go and bury himself and his dreams in a laud 
whence travellérs never return. His future lay before him 
like a black abyss, and without a moment’s hesitation, with- 
out a quiver of fear, he determined to cast his life into it, 

Dinner was over, and they left the table. Carvajan’s 
office, that room of torture whose walls had heard so many 
sighs and moans, was brilliantly illumined. The master’s 
desk, cleared of its papers, had been pushed into a corner. 
Easy-chairs stood round the fire-place, and a piano occupied 
the space between the windows, ‘The sombre, melancholy 
house was filled with noise and light, and out in the street 
the astounded rustics stood gazing at the unwonted spectacle 
of Carvajan’s gleaming windows and listening to the sounds 
of a valse that Mademoiselle Félicie was strumming. The 
guests rang the bell with caution, as if they were afraid of 
having made a mistake, but, yes, it was the right house, 
the mayor of La Neuville was at home, and all the celebri- 
ties arrived one after the other, their faces full of interest, 
their eyes of curiosity. 

Pascal sat in a corner, listening abstractedly to what his 
Uucle Dumontier was saying to him. The windows were 
open, and swarms of little moths came in and began flying 
round the candles, burning their wings in the flame, and as 
he looked at them Pascal thought that that was how it had 
been with the poor marquis who had been scorched until 
now he had no strength to escape total destruction. The 
name of Clairefont, spoken almost in his ear, arrested hig 
attention, and looking up he saw his father standing talking 
to Monsieur Malézeau in the window by the piano. 

* You know, Monsieur Carvajan, that Iam nota man to 
utter an opinion or give advice lightly,” the attorney was 
saying ; “well, then, do not be too harsh with Monclan. J. 
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“ What do you mean by that?” asked the banker. 

“Do not be continually goading him on as you have been 
doing for the last year, sir. Let him breathe; in short, 
give him time.” - . 

“ But can I do so? It is not I who have lent the money. 
Iam but the imiddleman, and if I show the marquis con- 
sideration, perhaps, in the meantime, the security might 
depreciate in value, and in the end I might lose—” 

“Oh, you cannot fear that!” 

“One must always fear it.” 

“But who knows if Monsieur de Clairefont may not 
acquit himself of part of his debt if he has a little respite 
granted him ?” 

At these words, Carvajan, who, since the commencement 
of the conversation, had been cold and snrly, at once be- 
came all smiles and conxes. He tock Malézeau by the arm, 
leant familiarly upon him, and with a look that was almost 
& caress, so soft was it: 

“Ts there anything new?” he asked.. “Ah, tell me all 
about it? Has the Baron de Croix Mesnil made up his 
mind to marry? Is the water going to return to the mill}” 

Already the attorney was regretting having aroused Car- 
vajan’s curiosity. He felt he had gone too far, and tried to 
beat a retreat, but the banker was not a man to easily give 
way. At once insinuating and imperious, commanding and 
imploring in the same breath, he went on: 

“Come, Malézean, you ought to be sincere. Has the 
marquis told you all about his latest invention? Has he 
ever shown you his famous furnace?” 

“ How do you know—” 

“Tsn’t it my business to know everything?” broke in 
Carvajan, impatiently. “For the last six weeks I have had 
nothing but all sorts of tales about this furnace dinned iuto 
my ears. They say that it is really wonderful. that by 
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quis’s furnace will be able to burn even wet shavings, and 
to throw out a tremendous heat. Is it true?” 

The attorney, feeling very much embarrassed, made no 
reply. The mayor shook his arm and exclaimed roughly : 

“Well, why don’t you speak out? Silence ig as good an 
avowal as words. Have you seen the apparatus? Is it 
complete? An engineer, whose opinion J have asked, pretends 
that it would be of immense importance in certain in- 
dustries.”: 

Carvajan’s excitement was so great, he, who was generally 
so self-possessed, evinced so ardent a desire to know all, 
that Malézeau hoped to turn the situation to his client’s ad- 
vantage. Perhaps, if he gave him to understand that the 
marquis’s invention would result in considerable gain, he 
might be able to intimidate the banker and make him wil- 
ling to come to some agreement. So blinking at him over 

his gold spectacles, and expressing himself in slow, measured 
tones, he began : 

“T have indeed seen the arrangement in question, It is 
very interesting, and the marquis was good enough to light 
it for me—” 

“Is the model of any importance? I mean, is it merely 
a plaything, or can any reasonable faith be put in the ex- 
periments made with it?” 

“Tt is a well-constructed model which Monsieur de 
Clairefont has adapted to the stove in his laboratory. He 
uses it for his chemical experiments and I am convinced 
that it will act as well in a large size as it does in miniature. 
I believe that in a very near future Monsicur de Clairefont 
will be set afloat again. If you wish for my opinion about 
him, I think him a wonderfal man und that there will be 
perhaps more to gain by being on his side than by being 
against him,” 
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are 
man ag all that, this good marquis? Well, I am delighted 
to hear it for his own sake. But amongst his other dis- 
coveries why does he not make the one that would give me 
more pleasure than all the rest put together—that of the 
money he owes me and which I should be very glad to see 
back? You're a strange fellow, you are, Malézeau, to come 
and calmly tell me such a parcel of nonsense as this, A 
wonderful man! Well, look here, I'll tell you something, 
and you know that I never make a threat I don’t mean, if 
this wonderful man is not in a position to take up the bill 
which falls due at the end of this month, that is to say 
three days after Saint Firmin, V’ll have him and his fine 
family turned out of their noble chateau neck and crop, as 
true as my name’s Carvajan.” 

He had become still more excited as he talked, his tanned 
face had assumed a perfectly livid tint, his eyes flashed 
with hatred and his hands shook violently. For a moment 
he paused and gazed at the attorney, then went on sneer- 
ingly: 

“ And if the furnace is such a marvel, Malézeau, it’s I 
who will work it, my friend, And you can be quite sure I 
shall make more out of it than your old Utopian of a 
marquis,” 

‘Then as the lawyer opened his mouth to make a supreme 
effort in favour of his client : 

“That’s enough,” said Carvajan haughtily. “You can 
tell him Pll give him to the end of the month and not a 
day more or less. And let him remember, for I do not 
forget.” 

And, raising his hand, he pointed with a bitter smile to a 
little white line, which stood out plainly on his brown cheek 
—the ineffaceable trace of the blow he had received from 
the whip thirty years before on Saint Firmin’s night. 
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deep in conversation with the deputy overseer of high- 

ways. ‘ 

Then Pascal, in the disordered state of his thoughts, 

‘ weighed the wrongs of his father against those of the 
marquis and, to his anguish, found them equal. Yes, 
Monsieur de Clairefont had been guilty of grave offences 
and Carvajan’s rancour was but just. Alas! that made the 
chasm between the two men but deeper still, too deep ever 
to be filled by mere human will. And, victims of this im- 
placable enmity, the children, who were innocent and might 
have loved each other, found themselves condemned to. 
hatred and strife. 

All the noise going on around seemed horrible to him, 
aud managing to slip out unnoticed, he went into the 
deserted strect, The air was soft and still, and the stars 
were sbining in a clear, dark sky, He seated himself on a 
stone bench near the fountain, which was flowing with a 
soft gurgling sound. All else was silent, and, alone amidst 
the sleeping town, unable to recollect anything but sadness 
in his past, looking forward to nothing but sorrow in the 
future, cursing the marquis, blushing for his father, deter- 
mined to efface Antoinette’s image from hia heart, Pascal 

+ despairingly buried his face in his hands and wept bitterly. 
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CHAPTER V. 


La Nevviciy fair was particularly brilliant that year. 
There promised to be a good harvest, the branches of the 
apple trees bent beneath the weight of fruit, and the warm 
spring rain had resulted in a good and plentiful supply of 
hay. The cattle-market was crowded and on an average 
heifers fetched twenty-five pistoles cach, A tide of gaiety 
swept over the town, and its stolid, stay-at-home inhabitants 
were aroused to a pitch of unwonted animation. The streets 
were filled with loungers, the shops stood hospitably open, 
and the peasants sauntered along the side-walks in their 
new cobalt-blue blouses, which the wind blew out like 
balloons at the back, staring ‘idly about them, and followed 
by their wives and daughters wearing stiff white caps decor. 
ated with long gold pins. 

At the entrance to the town, gntside the Silver Swan, 
stood a large number of empty vehicles, the horses belong- 
ing to which were picketted in a small adjoining meadow 
and left, with their harness still upon them and their bridles 
unbuckled and loosened, to browse upon the grass. Every 
moment a dog-cart or trap drove up, covered with dust and 
bearing some farmer who sat with his cap on one side of his 
head and a cigar between his lips, and these fresh arrivals 
gave rise to endless greetings and exclamations of surprise 
and welcome, r 

“Why, here’s Maitre Levasseur! How are you to-day?” 

“ Hi, Jean-Louis! Hi—i!” 

“‘Ab, you knowing old bird! You did well to sell your 
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“Shall we have some coffee? Lebourgeois, just loot after 
my mare, will you? Give her half a peck of oats now and 
a drink of water in about half an hour’s time.” 

The inukecper, his wife and his stable boy were bustling 
about from bar to cellar and from cellar to barn. From 
the room on the ground-floor came the most terrible yells 
which sounded as if half the occupants were murdering the 
other half, but it was merely friends coming t6 an arrange- 
ment about the price of some cattle. The air was filled 
with a strong smell of frying and little clouds of blue’smoke 
floated out, of the kitchen, while dozens of rolls, baked to a 
golden-brown, which had just been taken out of the oven 
were cooling in a basket near the window. From behind 
the tarpaulin walls of a shooting-gallery the detonations of 
the pistols sounded sharp and clear, mingling with the shrill 
squeaky music of a roundabout, while on the box-seat of a 
phaeton, behind which was seated a footman armed with a 
hunting horn, stood a dentist, brandishing a sabre, and 
explaining to the rustics with vulgar eloquence how, with 
the aid of this “instrument of warfare” he extracted the 
most refractory molars without pain or difficulty. 

“A town dentist, to overawe you, would talk to you 
about-the forceps, would offer you the punch, would advise 
you the forfex,” he shouted in a hoarse voice. “All ignor- 
ance and imposition! The implement is nothing, the hand 
is all, With his improved instrument, he might break the 
tooth or fracture your jaw, whereas, gentlemen, I will give 
you relief with anything, with a sabre, a nail, a pin if you 
like, before you can say, ‘oh !’ and all for fifty centimes !” 

And the ‘footman blew a noisy fanfare on his horn, while 
a peasant, crimson and perspiring with bashfulness and ex- 
citement, showed the torturer his teeth, ruined with drinking 
cider. 

Pedlars selling brushes, combs, and lead-cased pocket- 
mirrors, women’s caps, sponges and curry-combs, had laid out 
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their*wares on the grassy slope of a ditch. Close by stood a 
long, low, narrow cart containing a whole assortment of china 
and glass, from common earthenware plates to the flower- 
bedecked services which so gaily ornament a_kitchen- 
dresser, and from the massive tumbler which is found on 
inn-tables to the thin glass engraved with a fox amongst 
vine-leaves and grapes. On the edge of the road stood a 
man selling cast-iron pots, hammers, flat-irons, saws and 
pole-axcs, and, fastened in by a rope, some sheep were 
trampling in the dust and bleating with hunger while they 
waited for some one tu come and Jet them out, , Under the 
lime-trees of the promenade, a horse-dealer was running his 
horse up and down and striking the butt-end of his whip on 
his hard felt hat to excite the animal which reared and 
pranced under the groom who had been ordered to show it 
off. : 

A burning sun darted its fiery rays upon the town. The 
ground was so hot that it scorched the feet; not a breath of 
wind came to carry off the strong smell of the animals in 
their pens, and from the market-place to the town-gates 
circulated a noisy crowd, which was divided between busi- 
ness and pleasure. Before the mayoralty were grouped the 
members of the fire-brigade in their life-saving dress, and in 
the large hall, decorated for the occasion with tri-coloured 
flags, the sub-prefect was distributing the prizes gained at a 
congress of apple-growers. 

Carvajan read an address which was received with much 
applause, and the ceremony wound up with a noisy flourish 
of trumpets, Then a brief command was heard, the firemen 
fell into line, and the bugles rang out over the fields as the 
authorities passed out. 

Gradually the procession melted away. The florid-com- 
plexioned, well-to-do farmers lingered to wait for a friend, 
and formed themselves into little groups in the market- 
place. At the corner of the Rue du Marché the sub-prefect 
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turned to speak to Carvajan, who was then walking Beside 
him : 

“Shall you be at the féte this evening, Mayor?” 

“Certainly, sir. To begin with, it is my duty to be 
present, and, in addition, it has always been the custom 
at La Neuville to spend an hour at the ball.” 

“Oh, well then, I shall come,” said the sub-prefect, “since 
you think it would be as well.” 

“You will do more to help your elections in an hour 
spent at the ball, where you will meet all the large farmers, 
than you would in a week’s canvassing, And be attentive 
to the firemen, sir—they have a great deal of influence. 
You can never tell what you may not get with the help 
of the fire brigade.” 

“T see you have thoroughly studied the question,” said 
the high official, laughing. “ But one is always the gainer 
when in your society.” 

Carvajan’s face changed. To him the phrase sounded 
like a sarcasm. But he looked at the sub-prefect, saw that 
he.was condescendingly good-humoured as usual, and re- 
proached himself for his suspicion, “What can I be 
dreaming of?” he thought. ‘Whence should he obtain 
the audacity to attack me? Docs he not know that if I 
chose, I could soon shatter all his plans ?” 

A gleam of sombre joy passed over his face. He was, 
indeed, the master in this town, where his contemporaries 
had once known him as a shopman, almost a servant, No- 
thing could resist him, and before long his enemies would 
weep tears of blood. He turned to those who were follow- 
ing him, and said imperiously : 

“Gentlemen, we shall meet again this evening at the cor- 
poration banquet.” 

Then he went down the little street to his home. It was 
mid-day, and at the church he met the people coming out 
from high mass. The women and girls came out chatting 
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togetier, and filling the air with a buzzing like that of a 
hive, They were all dressed in their best, and wore on 
their heads hats trimmed with flowers, or plentifully be- 
ribboned caps. They carried their mass-books decently in 
their hands, and as ihey passed the mayor they one and all 
lowered their voices to a whisper, for even these women, 
who yet had nothing to fear, felt the impression of terror 
which Carvajan cast around him. ‘he latter merely smiled. 
It was not displeasing to him to feel himself feared, for he 
regarded it as a proof of his power. Recognising some ac- 
quaintances he gravely raised his hat, then, followed by the 
clanging of the bells, hastened homewards. 

But when he had passed the fountain, and as he was 
about to raise the knocker, he paused. He had just caught 
sight of Pascal slowly approaching from the other end of 
the street, and everything about the young man betokened 
thought and despondency. Since he had returned to La 
Neuville his bronzed complexion had grown pale, and bis 
cheeks had fallen in. Nothing of this change had escaped 
Carvajan’s eye, and as he watched his son walking down the 
stréet with weary, lagging steps, he asked himself if it could 
indeed be the same brisk, vigorous man he had greeted at 
the station a few days before. 

, They met at the door, and Pascal could not repress a 
start on looking up and seeing his father. He tried to pre- 
sent a serene countenance to his gaze, but his contracted 
features did not unbend, and he still looked eareworn and 
anxious. 

“Have you just come from the fair?” asked Carvajan, 
attentively observing his son. 

“Yes, father,” answered Pascal, as though aroused from 
a dream, 

“ And are you hungry ?” 

“Tam indeed.” And they went into the dining room. 
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Neuville to-day,” thought Carvajan. “He has been Rang- 
ing about Clairefont again—that chalky dust on his boots 
comes from the Great Marl-Pit. But what project can he 
have? He evidently mistrusts me. Whenever I ask him 
& question he never answers but with a lie, He even fears 
to look at me, so afraid is he that I should read his thoughts 
in his eyes.” 

Pascal, in fact, was seated on the other side of the table, 
his eyes bent on his plate, eating with an absent-minded, 
abstracted air. Determined as he was to leave the country, 
he had been unable to resist the desire to once more climb 
the Clairefont hill, and, leaving the house as soon as he had 
seen his father sct out for the mayoralty, had reached the 
plateau by the path which led past the Great Marl-Pit, 

He did not intend as before to lie in ambush near the 
park, for he was afraid of being seen, and a wave of blood 
rushed to his brain at the thought of finding himself face 
to face a second time with Antoinette. By what right 
‘dared he await her? And what would she think of him, if 
she surprised him near the chatean watching and lying in 
wait like a vagabond or a poacher? 

He thought that she would be sure to go to mass, and by 
nine o’clock he was in the little church. He seated himself 
on a wooden bench in a dark corner, where it was nearly 
impossible for anyone to recognise him, and there he pati- 
ently waited, looking at the ornaments on the altar, the 
pictures on the walls, the stained glass windows, and finding 
in each object a trace of the devout generosity of the cha- 
telains of Clairefont ; inscriptions on the tablets, mono- 
grams painted on the glass—all told something of their 
domestic history, 

On a white marble medallion near one of the confessional 
boxes, Pascal saw these words inscribed in golden letters : 
“The Lord has preserved to me my beloved daughter. 
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namé and date: “Honoré de Clairefont, 1872.” It was a 
pious tribute of gratitude which had been: placed there by 
the marquis on Antoinette’s recovery from a dangerous 
illness. 

Then Pascal had an hallucinatory vision in the solemn 
mysterious darkness of the church. It seemed to him that 
he was borne away towards the chateau by a force which 
annihilated all volition on his part. He entered the old 
mansion, went to the young girl’s chamber, and there, 
stretched on her bed, pale and hollow-cheeked, he saw her 
at the point of death. He recognised her at once, although 
she looked but a pretty child. Beside the sick-bed sat an 
old man whom Pascal did not know, but whom he guessed 
to be the marquis, He was holding his daughter's thin 
white hand, while large tears stood in his eyes, and bis lips 
moved as though in prayer, and Pascal knew that he was 
offering up a heartfelt petition to God to save his child. 

Then, as if by an immediate manifestation of the Divine 
Will, the colour came into Antoinette’s cheeks, and her eyes 
shone clear and bright. And there was a sudden transfor- 
mation in her. It was no longer a sick child upon whom 
* the young man was gazing, but the beautiful girl he had 
met in the shady lane, the girl he at once dreaded and 
worshipped, and for whom he would have unhesitatingly 
laid down his life. 

Pascal made an effort to dispel this vision, and to regain 
his self-possession. He sought something real on which to fix 
his eyes, and his glance fell again on the white marble tablet, 
again he repeated the inscription to himself as if he were 
thanking God for having saved Antoinette. Had she not 
been kept from death that he might see and love her? But 
if he was destined to love her, why then should she hate 
him? He rose, and slowly moved towards the rows of chairs 
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first row, attracted his attention, and he approached it, 
feeling sure that it was there that Antoinette offered up her 
prayers. He bent his knee where she knelt, and seeing that 
the ledge of the fall stool formed a box, he opened it and 
saw a mass-book lying inside beside a collecting bag. He took 
the book in his trembling hand. It was small, with silver 
clasps, and covered in white morocco. On the fly-leaf there 
was a date—that of Antoinette’s first communion, the rest 
was white and spotless as her soul. Pascal could not resist 
the desire of looking through this book, hoping to find in it 
some trace of the young girl’s inner thoughts, but there 
were only sacred pictures between the pages. One of Saint 
Antoinette bore the words: “To my dear sister, from 
Robert de Clairefont.” Paseal’s heart was filled with a deep 
tenderness as he saw the simple, loving souvenirs, and he 
reproached himself for his curiosity as for a bad action, for 
it seemed to him that he had been guilty of a profanity. 
He closed the book again, and leaning his forehead on this 
mute confidante of hope and despair, he prayed. 

Gradually his heart regained its calmness, He felt more 
master of himself, more sure of doing what was right. 
He rose, and catching sight of the bag in which no doubt 
Mademoiselle de Clairefont was going to receive the 
offerings of the charitable that very day, he slipped his alms 
into it, then closed the box, and regained his place in the 
dark corner of the church. 

The bell began to ring. The sacristan came into the 
choir to light the candles, and the gloomy nave was starred 
with trembling flames. Heavy footsteps dragged over the 
flag-stones, the grating of the chairs as they were moved 
echoed through the sonorous emptiness of the arched build- 
ing, and one after another the congregation took their 
places, Just as the priest was coming out of the sacristy, 
a light foot-fall made Pascal start. He turned eagerly to- 
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church, followed by Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice, and 
accompanied by a tall, military-looking young man, in 
whom Pascal's agitation made him recognise Monsieur de 
Croix Mesnil. A mist came before his eyes, the stained 
glass windows seemed to be gleaming and flaming, there 
was a ringing in his ears, and the church seemed to shake 
on its foundations. Then he made a violent effort, and 
again he saw and heard. ‘ 

The priest was at the altar, and the murmur of his chant 
sounded distinct amidst the silence. The two women and 
their companion were lost in the crowd. Pascal rose, and 
leaning against a pillar looked round for Antoinette. He 
saw her on the other side of the church, her head bent and 
absorbed in prayer as she knelt between her aunt and her 
betrothed. And such was the ending of his fondly cherished 
dream—the sight of Mademoiselle de Clairefont beside the 
man who was destined to be her husband. All the schemes, 
all the hopes, all the fears to which he had so passionately 
devoted himself had troubled no one but himself. She, 
who in his thoughts had formed their centre, had not the 
faintest knowledge of them. Calm and cold as before she 
went on her way, unconscious of the tempest she had 
raised. 

He bitterly asked himself what he was doing in this 
cburch, and, with the certainty of the futility, of his illusions, 
he regained all his energy. He rose, went out without once 
looking round, and, following the road by which he had 
come, returned to the town. And that was the happy 
walk from which he was returning, when he met his 
father. 

Seated opposite one another, the two men continued to 
eat their lunch in silence. Outside, the farmers, who con- 
tinued to arrive in ever-increasing numbers, walked past the 
house in little groups. The sounds of pistols fired in the 
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mingled in a joyous tumult. The whole town was Went on 
making merry, all the inhabitants of the canton were sann- 
tering through the streets and everyone was preparing to 
Jaugh, drink and dance. 

At Clairefont and in the little house in the Rue du 
Marché alone, did thought and melancholy reign supreme. 
Victorand vanquished alike were anxious ; the marquis, becanse 
Antoinette’s jiancé had arrived the evening before to pass a 
few days at the chateau ; Carvajan, because he saw before 
him the son, whom he had dreamed of attaching to himself 
by the bonds of tranquil happiness, gloomy and uneasy, 

Honoré, suddenly aroused from his egoistic abstraction 
had been compelled to return to the bitter realities of life. 
The presence of Monsieur de Croix-Mesnil had again 
brought to his memory the difficulties of his financial posi- 
tion, and the inexplicable hesitation Antoinette displayed 
in putting off her marriage, month after month, 

The mayor of La Neuville was asking himself with won- 
dering anxiety if, at tho very moment of his triumph, 
some obstacle was to be placed in his path against which 
all the energy of his will would be of no effect. Pascal’s 
dejection caused him a feeling of dull uneasiness which he 
was not the man to bear for very long, and he determined 
to question his son boldly and to have a final and decisive 
explanation. Me resolved to seize the first favourable oppor 
tunity and, if it were needful, to disclose his plans, to 
initiate the young man into the secrets of his ambition, 
to show him the bright future which lay before him, and so, 
if he could not hold him by affection, to bind him at least by 
interest. He little thought, as he took this resolution, that 
within a very few hours an incident of this féte day, which 
was destined to be full of important events, would furnish 
him with the occasion he wanted. 

Early that morning, the occupants of Clairefont hed been 


awakened by the traditional firing which announced the 
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comniencement of the fete. At the sound a window in the 
front of the house was thrown open, and Antoinette, with 
a white wrapper thrown round her, leant out looking 
serious and thoughtful. Her pale face, her red eyes testified 
to tie weariness and desponding thoughts of a sleepless 
night, and evidently the dawn had not dispelled these 
shadows, for the young girl stood motionless at the window, 
utterly indifferent to the -beauty of the sweet summer 
morning. 

In and out among the flower-beds, the birds were chasing 
each other with joyous shrieks, every now and then alight- 
ing on the flowers which bent beneath their light weight 
and spilt from their cups the drops of dew which sparkled 
like diamonds in the sun. ‘The leaves stirred with a gentle 
rustle as the soft breeze swept lightly by, and the warm air 
was filled with the perfume of the roses. But Antoinette 
dreamed on. Her pretty forehead had an anxious fold in it, 
and about her eyes, fixed absently on space, there wes the 
weary, languid look of recently shed tears. It was only 
when her bedroom door was opened that she roused herself, 
and looking round, she saw her Aunt Isabella, and her sad 
face was lighted by a smile, 

Robed in a large-patterned chintz dressing-gown, her 
grey hair in wild disorder and her face as red as a peony, 
in spite of a liberal application of rice-powder, the old maid 
came in with an air of deep mystery. She bestowed two 
hearty kisses on her niece, then, leaning her back against 
the mantel-piece in a thoroughly masculine attitude, she 
said ; 

“T heard you open your window so I thonght I would 
come to you, I have passed a frightful night—nothing but 
nightmare the whole time. I don’t know whether you be- 
lieve in dreams? Ido. My mother used to tell what they 
meant ‘in a wonderful way; and her prophecies always came 
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ways a sign of misfortune and death. I thought Lesaw a 
tremendous red cock with a face just like that horrible 
Carvajan’s, and he was crowing and flapping his wings, I 
woke up with a start, aud all in a perspiration. I haven’t got 
over it yet,” 

Aunt Isabella paused to draw a loug breath with the 
noise and violence of a pair of forge-bellows, then she con- 
tinued ; 7 

“You know the position in which we are placed. Yester- 
day evening a notice came that we were to pay a hundred 
and sixty thousand francs, some odd centimes. Of course I 
hid the paper away, and I haven’t dared mention it to your 
father. But, nevertheless, we must see what is to be done, 
for things won’t stay as they are. We aro at our last 
penny, and I don’t know how the dickens we are going to 
take up this bill, A hundred and sixty thousand francs are 
not to be picked up in the road, and I haven’t a sow. 
Saint Maurice is all I have left. There’s a house there 
that is just habitable and the estate brings in two thousand 
five hundred francs a year, It'll be a roof to cover us in 
the days of poverty that we shall see but too soon, and 
enough bread to keep us from starving, and wild horses 
shan’t make me give it up, for it is our last resource now 
that your father has so shamefully squandered and lost all.” 

With a gesture of entreaty, Antoinette seated herself beside 
her aunt, and turned towards her her sweet face blanched 
with worry. 

“ Auntie, please don’t blame my father,” she said, ‘He 
has done everything for the best. He certainly has pursued 
shadows and given way too much to false hopes, but he had 
but one end: in view—to enrich us and increase our comfort. 
You know that he does not care a bit about himself and the 
little Chateau de Saint Maurice will seem a palace to him, 
if he has us all there with him.” 

“Oh, I know he has a heart of gold, but unfortunately 
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that ‘vill not pay his debts, and the creditors who are harass- 
ing us won’t give us any peace. Malézeau has seen Carva- 
jan, and he says he was harder and more bitter even than 
usual, so we must not be surprised at anything that may 
happen. My dear, it’s enough to drive one mad. If between 
now and the end of the week, we do not find some means of 
gaining time, we shall have to get out of here. We shall 
see the bailiffs in the drawing-rooms of Clairefont, and we 
shall be turned out of our ancestral home. What will Mon- 
sieur de Croix-Mesnil think of that?” 

“1 don’t worry myself about him, auntie,” answered 
Antoinette with a smile, “I know him, and he would be 
just as willing to marry me if I were poor, as if I were rich, 
And if I loved him— ” 

“Don’t you love him?” cried Mademoiselle de Saint 
Maurice in horrified tones. “What! After he has been 
courting you for nearly two years !” 

“] think him charming, auntie,” replied the young girl 
with gentle melancholy, “ but he is not the man one ought 
to marry if the love of the man to whom one is bound, is all 
the happiness one has to expect. He is very gentlemanly 
and rather cold, capable of every delicacy of feeling and 
quick to respond to every noble sentiment, but he will never 
fpel the grand impulses or the ardent devotion of the man 
whose passion fills his soul. You know that, you told me so 
yourself one day. Shall I consent to become his wife to see 
him risk being ruined with us, with the certainty that he 
has neither sufficient energy nor talent to overcome the 
difficulties with which we are surrounded? No, aunt, it 
would be Uiigenorous, it would be mean, and I will not 
do it.” 

“Well, the poor boy certaiuly would get the worst of it, 
if he had to ‘portend’ with Carvajan. Ah, if only” T had the 


TdE MARL-PIT MYSTERY. 133 


not like your father’s. How delighted I should be to see 
him attack that ‘schismatic’ old mayor! Ah! to pay 
back the scoundrel all the harm he has done us, to fight him 
with his own weapons, to triumph over him and to laugh at 
him till we were tired! Well, there, I don’t know what I 
wouldn’t give for that!” 

Aunt Isabella nodded her head vigorously two or three 
times, took a few strides, then seating herself opposite her 
niece, continued ; 

“ Why is not your brother as sharp-witted as he is muscu- 
lar! Ho’d have pitched into the mayor and given him what 
for! But he’s a perfect baby where business is concerned, 
like your father and myself: you have all the brains of the 
family, my dear. Strange times to live in when a Carvajan 
can worry arid torment a Clairefont, and the latter has no 
one to look to for help and succour but himself! In bygone 
times, he would have gone to the king, and the affair would 
have been put right before you could look round, but now 
it’s nothing of the kind. If the scale goes down at all, it 
is in favour of these wretches, and every advantage is given 
to them. ‘The greater rogues they are, the more favour can 
they count upon, And so you sce, my dear child, that wo 
have no one on our side and we must resign ourselves to our 
fate.” 

“That is the easiest part of it all, auntie. Our life 
will not be changed in the least. How have we been 
living for the last’ two years? In the most miserable 
way. We four are lost in this great, silent, icy chateau ; 
we have to look for each other in it in the most forlorn 
way. Poverty is a hundred times harder to bear in a 
mansion intended to be the scene of luxury, than in a modest 
little house. I was born at Clairefont; it is here 1 have 
grown up and learnt to suffer, and Iam bound to the place 
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Only let my father be free and at ease, only let his old age 
be shielded from care and anxiety, only let us emerge from 
our present difficulties with the honour of our name intact, 
and I promise you I will not shed one tear for the brilliant 
past and that I shall only be too thankful for the humble, 
happy present.” 

“ And you will remain unmarried ?” 

“Of course I shall remain unmarricd, auntie, like you. 
We two shall finish by being the same age, and we shall 
have little hobbies, we shall play cards, we shall wear very 
young looking little caps trimmed with ribbons, we shall 
make our own jam, and papa will tell us all about his latest 
inventions (which he will have no means to put into 
practice) and we shall give them our sincere admiration 
since they will no longer cost anything. Then, as wo shall 
always have enough at Saint Maurice to feed a horse on, 
when it is fine and we have been very good, we shall drive 
in the woods with Robert. Come, auntie, looked pleased ! 
There are still good times in store for us. With the help of 
a little philosophy one can become accustomed to anything, 
and when one is with those one loves, what can there be to 
complain of #” 

The old maid started to her feet, stretched out her long 
arms, and, catching her niece round the waist, pressed her 
closely to her bony chest. 

“You dear good child!” she exclaimed tenderly. 
“ Wherever you are there will be happiness. You are the 
sunshine of the house, and I don’t know what Would become : 
of us without you. You're right—don’t you marry your 
dragoon. If you stay with us, you will be poor, but you 
will have your liberty—with him. you would have a little 
more money, but you couldn't call your soul your own. I 
know I am abominably selfish, and that I only think of myself 
when I encourage you in your ideas of independence. But let 
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She took the young girl’s head between her” two huge 
hands and gazed at her with loving admiration, With her 
loosened hair, her rosy complexion, her blue eyes, her — 
tender mouth and her expression of proud candour, 
Antoinette looked like one of Greuze’s charming heads, fall 
at once of modest grace and coquettish innocence. The 
large sleeves of ber dressing-gown left her pretty arms bare, 
and beneath the pleated skirt her foot, encased in a tiny 
satin slipper, peeped out swinging gently to and fro like 9 
bird preparing for its flight. 

“Don’t reproach yourself, auntie’ she sail, turning her 
head a little aside, “you haye not influenced my decision. 
I made up my mind a long time ago, and I am only waiting 
for an opportunity to tell Monsieur de Croix-Mesnil. He is 
a gentleman, and as such he will understand my reasons for 
breaking off the engagement and will still remain our 
friend, As for papa, it will be best to say nothing at all to 
him about it, and especially not to-day. Let us get the féte 
over, and then if there is any need we will have a family 
council to-morrow.” 

“Let us hope that no disagreeable incident will arise to 
aggravate the situation,” said Mademoiselle de Saint 
Maurice. “I have a presentiment of evil, and I am rarely 
mistaken.” 

Mademoiselle de Clairefont slowly shook her head. 

“We will pray to God to spare us any increase of sorrow,” 
she replied. ‘“ He cannot meau us to o be totally cast down, 
but if such is His will—” 

“Then I hope it will be me alone that He will visit with 
His wrath and that you, my dear children, may be spared !” 
exclaimed the old maid with a passion of devotedness which 
sent the blood to her face in erimson waves, 

Just then there came borne on the breeze the sound of a 
church bell ringing in the distance. 

“ There goes the first bell and I haven’t even done my 
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hair,’’said Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice. “I must ran. 
Good-bye for the present.” 

And reaching the door in two strides, she disappeared 
like a whirlwind. 

Aunt Isabella was never long ‘getting herself up,” as she 
said, and it was not five minutes walk from the chiteau to 
the church, so the priest had not finished pronouncing the 
benediction before Mademoiselle de Clairefont, accompanied 
by her aunt and Monsieur de Croix-Mesnil, had reached her 
seat and commenced to pray. 

Nothing happened to distract her attention, all went on 
as usual, The son of the beadle, who served as clerk, blew 
his nose with startling and disrespectful noise while the 
elevation of the Host was taking place, and received a 
furious glance from his father, who was singing in the stalls 
of the choir, as a warning of the chastisement to come. Made- 
moisclle Bihorel, the priest’s sister, gave the customary 
number of little taps on her fall-stool with her mass-book 
to let the school-children know when to sit down and when 
to stand up. 

Pascal’s deep sigh when he saw Monsieur de Croix-Mesnil 
did not reach Antoinette’s cars, and the sound of the footsteps 
of the man who adored her, as he left the church, aroused 
no, echo in her heart. She remained absorbed in her holy 
meditations until her aunt gave her a gentle nudge, saying : 
“ Get ready for the collection,” and then she closed her book, 
opened the box.of her fall-stool and took out the velvet bag with 
the faded embroidered representation of the Clairefont arms, 

The beadie, his silver-headed cane in his hand, came up 
to her with a profound bew, and Antoinette left her seat 
and went towards the choir. As she walked, she fancied 
she heard a slight metallic chink within the bag, and, 
loosening the silken cords, she saw with an amazement 
which sent the blood rushing to her cheeks, five pieces of 
gold shining on the black leather lining. 
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She reached the altar, bent low before it, then commenced 
the collection, feeling very troubled in her mind, and the 
half-pennies and pence fell into the bag hiding from sight 
the mysterious louis as she went from scat to seat murmur- 
ing mechanically ; “ For the poor, if you please.” 

“Who has come to the church this morning and so 
generously left this anonymous gift?” she thought as she 
pioved down the church. She looked eagerly around, 
glancing into all the dark corners, but only the familiar 
faces of the peasants met her gaze, for Pascal was already 
far away. 

From that time to the end of the mass Antoinette paid 
little attention to the service. Her book lay idle in her. 
hands as she forgot to read her prayors, and she sat with 
her eyes fixed on a large glass window on which was 
depicted the struggle between Jacob and the angel, 

“and which had been given to the church by her great 
grand-father. The son of Isaac was shown striving to hold 
his celestial adversary within his powerful arms, and, be- 
noath, the painter had traced these words in Gothic 
characters: “Thus does man, who is bound to earth, strive 
to conquer heaven.” 

To Mademoiselle de Clairefont, who had never examined 
the window so attentively before, there seemed a strang 
likeness between the features of Jacob and those of someone 
who was not altogether a total stranger to her. She knew 
this strong-looking face with the brown beard and the 
piercing eyes, but she could not remember where or when 
she had seen it. It was in vain she racked her brain— 
memory would not come to her aid, and the priest had left 
the altar and the congregation were crowding out of the 
church, and yet she sat, still lost in thought. 

“Come, dear, we must go,” said Aunt Isabella. { Baron, 
will you wait for us at the door? We have to give in our 
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Monsieur de Croix-Mesnil bowed, and went towards the 
porch, while the two others turned towards the sacristy. 
Thoy found the good-hearted, simple-minded priest, who had 
christened Antoinette and prepaved her for her first com- 
munion, removing his sacerdotal garments. But as soon as 
he saw them, he tore himself from the hands of his sister 
who was unfastening his surplice and hastily advanced to 
meet them, 

“Pray do not let us disturb you, my dear Abbé,” ex- 
claimed Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice. ‘* We have only a 
moment to stay. Antoinette has come to give you the pro- 
ceeds of the collection and then we must run off.” 

Mademoiselle Bihorel had already opened the velvet bag 
and was turning the contents on to the table. The gold, 
silver and copper rolled out together and she uttered an 
oxclamation of surprise. 

“Oh, brother, look !” 

The priest smiled and taking the young girl’s hands: 

“This is your lavish gift—I know your generous disposi- 

‘tion. But it is too much, my child, and I ought to scold 
rather than thank you.” 

At these words, Antoinette’s face flushed crimson and she 
tried to turn her head aside, but her aunt’s eyes were fixed 
on her with an expression of such utter astonishment that 
it was impossible for her to keep silence. 

“TI do not deserve any thanks, your reverence,” the 
said hastily. “This money is not from me. I found it in 
the bag before I commenced the collection.” 

At this, Aunt Isabella’s amazement became nothing short 
of stupefaction. Fora moment she was dumb, then heaving 
a-sigh which was like the neighing of a horse, she exclaimed 
while her face turned so red that it looked as though it 
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to put in your fall-stool myself, yesterday evening. Has 
any one dared to go rummaging—” 

“ At any rate, auntie, whoever it was can’t have done so 
with any thievish intentions,” interrupted her niece play- 
fully, “since instead of taking anything he has left me money 
for the poor. Besides, perhaps there was no need for any- 
one to rummage, as you say. Bernard may have simply 
placed the bag on, instead of inside, the fall-stool. “In any 
case, what is there so important about the affair for you to 
make so’much fuss about it?” 

The tears were standing in her eyes as she spoke. Aunt 
Tsabella was afraid she had pained her and wishing to soothe - 
her, said jokingly : 

_ You'll find it was the baron who has risen at daybreak in 
order to come here on the quiet and prepare you a little 
surprise,” 

“ Aunt, you know very well that that could not be. To 
begin with, Monsieur de Croix-Mesnil is not an early riser, 
and secondly he did not know it was I who was to make the 
collection.” 

«J don’t know anyone round here to whom we can give 
tho credit of so much generosity,” said Mademoiselle Biborel, 
meditatively. 

“ And no stranger has visited the church, to my know- 
ledge,” added the priest. He paused abruptly. A gleam of 
intelligence came over his face and striking his hands to- 
gether he exclaimed : 

“Unless it was the young man I saw this morning a8 I 
walked round the church pronouncing the benediction.” 

“What young man?” asked Mademoiselle. de Saint 
Maurice, her forehead gathering into a frown. 

“A dark, bearded young man who was sitting near the 
font, ina dark corner to the right of the door.” 

As if evoked by magic, Pascal’s face appeared before 
Antoinette’s eyes, She knew now who it was who resembled 
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the sot. of the patriarch wrestling with the angel. Did he, 
as it said beneath the picture, wish to attain heaven? 
And what would heaven be to a Carvajan, if not a Claire- 
font’s love? There could not be the slightest dorbt but 
that it was he who had gone to her fall-stool, opened it, and 
left there the proof of his impertinent curiosity. 

She thought him strangely bold and her anger rose at his 
audacity, What did he want? For what did he hope ? 
Did he think to keep himself present to her mind, merely 
because he had once met her by chance? Did he pretend 
to her gratitude by his offensive generosity ? 

-To these questions the gentler voice of her reason replied ; 
“Of what have you to complain? He has placed his gift in 
your hands and yet hidden himself. He might have ‘re- / 
mained in the church, to wait till you came to him and have 
given you his alms openly, if he had chosen. But he was afraid 
of displeasing you, he dared not meet your eyes. He has 
been timid and respectful, and are you going to reproach him 
for it?” 

But it was just this mystery which she disliked, for by it 
she found herself involved in a sort of complicity with the son 
of her father’s enemy. When he met her, he might smile at her 
as if there were some secret understanding between him and 
herself. She longed to utter his name, to say that it was 
he who had ventured to pry into the box, and to cast back 
at his feet this money which she did uot wish to receive, but 
she dared not say anything before the priest and his sister, 
It seemed to her that such an ayowal would be a humilia- 
tion for the whole house of Clairefont, and vexed and 
troubled ale remained silent. 

“Well, now you have delivered up your accounts, let us 
hurry off, my child,” said Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice. 
“We have kept that poor baron cooling his heels at the door 
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The “little one,” who had turned her back somé time 
since on her fiftieth year, made a deep curtsey and accom- 
panied the two ladies from the chateau to the door of the 
sacristy. Hardly were the aunt and niece alone in the church 
before Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice began, while ske 
watched Antoinette with eyes brimming with curiosity : 

“Well, I suppose you recognised your donor in the 
portrait the priest drew of him? It was certainly the heir 
of the house of Carvajan himself,” 

“Oh, auntie!” murmured the young girl, wearily. 

“Oh, well! What is it? The old rogue’s son, stung by 
remorse perhaps, restores a little of the money his father 
has stolen and makes use of your hand to make a restitution 
so agreeable to both God and man. Very moral and ex- 
tremely gallant! You will find that we have unawares an 
ally in that monster’s stronghold.” . 

“Pray do not joke on such a subject, aunt,” said Made- 
moiselle de Clairefont in an agitated voice. 

“What's the matter? I don’t understand your emotion,” 
said the old maid in surprise. 

“The matter is that all this humiliates and wounds me— 
that I cannot admit the idea of a stranger thus forcing him- 
self into my life. Ido not know this man, he is already 
odious to me, and I wish to know nothing of him, unless it 
is that he is his father’s son and that consequently I ought, 
if not to despise him, at least tohate him. Besides, how do 
you know that he did not put the money there out of 
bravado? Does it not look like a cruel jest? He knows 
that we are so impoverished that we can no longer afiurd to 
bestow our alms as in the past and does he not intend to 
make us understand that, without the aid of a Carvajan, we 
should be obliged to leave empty the outstretched hands of 
the unfortunate 7” 

“ Goodness, how you excite yourself! And really it isn’t 
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abouttand talked about enough for a mere hundred francs, 
if that is what he reckoned on doing he isn’t so very stupid 
after all. How his ears must burn! But let me say one 
word more before we distniss the subject. I do not think he 
is so black as you paint him. In the: past he used to quarrel 
dreadfully with his father, and though it’s true he has re- 
turned home, is that a proof that be holds the same opinions 
as that old rascal? For my part, my dream would be to seg 
them eat each other up, Carvajan against Carvajan! When 
Greek meets Greeck—wouldn’t it be amusing?” 

“But you will not enjoy such a spectacle, aunt,” answered 
Antoinette with contemptuous bitterness. “ When the time 
comes, you may be sure they will unite to crush us, But 
whether that is so or not, do not let us ever speak again of 
what has taken place.” 

They left the church and found Monsieur de Croix-Mesnil 
very intent on deciphering an epitaph on the stone which 
served as doorstep, and from which he turned with a smile 
when he saw them, He was a handsome man of about 
thirty with dark eyes and fair moustache, a particularly 
well-bred manner, and a remarkably pleasant nature. He 
had given proofs of great valour during the war when he 
was under the command of General de Charette, and he was 
usually spoken of as being one of those quiet men who 
expose themselyes to the greatest dangers without a word 
to draw anyone’s attention and who will give the deadliest 
orders in the most tranquil, placid voice. 

“Tam summoning all my classic memories to my aid to- 
arrive at an understanding of this Latin inscription,” he 
said as the two ladies approached. “ Unless [ am mistaken, 
it refers to a certain Abbé de Clairetont who was buried 
Lere, owing to his wish that his mortal remains should be 
trodden underfoot by the fect of the faithful as they entered 
the place of worship. At least that is what I take it to 


= ae. ee Pe ce ee 


THE MARL-PIT MYSTERY. 143 


“That is perfectly right,” answered Mademoisdlle de 
Saint Maurice. “It is the grave of Foulque de Clairefont, 
Prior of Jumiége. . If you care to hear it the marquis will 
tell you his history. He began as a musketeer, and led a 
very bad life, then he became a model of piety and finished 
by being a saint. He is the religious pride of the house, 
and you will see his portrait in the oratory.” 

e “Here are papa and Robert coming to meet us,” broke in 
Antoinette at this point. 

The marquis, leaning on bis son’s arm, was advancing 
slowly along the avenue of lime-trees which stretched from 
the village to the chateau gates. Robert had laid asidé for 
once the shooting dress he usually wore and had on a dark 
blue suit which showed off the robust elegance of his figure 
to perfection, He was talking gaily to his father, and with 
his left hand he had hold of Antoinette’s deer-hound which 
he was leading by a chain. When he caught sight of his 
sister, he loosed the dog, which darting off like an arrow 
from the bow, leapt about the young girl with short sharp 
barks of delight. 

“Why didn’t you let the poor thing run as he liked.? . 
called Mademoiselle de Claivefont, who had distanced her 
companions, as soon as she was within speaking distance. 

“Because he had already started off once to join you at 
church. Now as I have never heard of mass being said for 
dogs—” ; 

“ Ah, of course ; when Monsieur de Croix-Mesnil is here, 
Fox will not leave me,” said Antoinette with a smile. 

« He is jealous, parbleu,” said Robert, laughing. 

“There is no reason for him to be,” replied the baron, 
gently. “Of the two rivals, the man certainly does not 
receive the better treatment at the hands of mademoiselle.” 

“Come, Croix-Mesnil, it will all come right in the end,” 
said the marquis. ‘Let us go in now, and after lunch I 
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. 
Wheh one has invented anything so simple and yct destined 
to have such wonderful results, one need not despair, We 
shall soon have the Great Marl-Pit at work again, and this 
time with such improvements in the lime-kilns that it will .- 
be certain fortune. Yow ll see—you'll sce.” 

And he rubbed his hands gaily as he walked towards the 
chateau with quick but tiny steps. 7 

Antoinette and her aunt exchanged a rapid look. The 
girl’s heart felt very heavy as she heard the inventor speak 
80 confidently of riches and work when be was on the eve of 
utter ruin. There was the old man amusing himself with 
his toy, when the catastrophe, with which he bad been 
threatened for so long, was now but a few hours distant. 
With what crushing force would the blow so little expected 
fall upon him! In what way could he be made aware of 
his true position? By what mcans could news so terrible 
be broken to him? And above all, how recall him to reason, 
how cure him for ever of his folly, how obtain from him the 
promise to give up the dreams which were the very essence 
of his life, his unique element of happiness ? . 

“We shall have to go to the féte this evening, my 
children,” resumed Monsicur de Clairefont. “ We will wait 
until the heat of the day is over, and after dinner we will 
quietly walk down to the town for an hour or so.” 

A cloud eame over Antoinette’s face. 

“Do you think our absence would be misinterpreted if 
we stayed away, papa?” she said, diffidently. “We really 
take no interest in these fairs. Why should we go?” 

“To conform to custom. We, of all people, have no right 
to disregard tradition.” 

“No doubt; but it will be very fatiguing for you amongst 
the crowd, the noise and the dust,” returned Antomette, 
who was trembling at the thought that a malicious word, a 
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“Oh, T, my daughter; I am not at all, anxious to go 

beyond the gates of Clairefont, and the presence of you 
_ young people at the ball will be quite sufficient.” 

“Oh, well then, we'll go and represent you,” said the 
young girl, eagerly; “and thus you will not be tired, and 
no one will be able to find any fault.” 

“There’s a happy conclusion to arrive at, Miss Wisdom, 

.and I am delighted to have given you such thorough 
satisfaction,” said her father, smiling. “I shall take 
advantage of the opportunity to commence a chemical 
analysis which I have for some time put off in the fear of 
drawing reproaches upon my head.” 

“All I can say is that the last time you did anything of 
the kind, you blackened all the frames in the picture-gallery 
and made my clothes smell horrid for a fortnight after- 
wards,” said Auut Isabella, tartly. 

“'That’s true,” confessed the savant, humbly. “In my 
preoccupation, 1 forgot to open the window, and I did spoil 
some of the gilding. But I'll be more careful this time.” 

By now they were entering the courtyard gates, and old 
Bernard, seeing them, ceremoniously rang the luncheon bell 
and approaching his master, said with a low bow: 

“ Luncheon is on the table.” 

“ Come then, Antoinette, give me your arm.” 

And leaning on his daughter as he usually did, more from 
caressing indolence than real fecbleness, the old man walked 
slowly into the dining-room, at the very moment that 
Carvajan and Pascal were sitting in silence in the lower 
room in the little house in the Rue du Marché—the one 
proposing to himself to draw closer the cords which kept his 
son beside him ; the other, to separate himself entirely from. 
his father’s plans and to go away. 

The tumult of the fair, interrupted for an hour by the 
midday meal had eeased for a short time. A scorehing 
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birds in the trees of the promenade were silent from very 
drowsiness. Still, half way up the Clairefont hill, the 
sounds of shouts and noisy laughter could be heard ever and 
again, These originated in Pourtois’s large dining-room where 
every year Tondeur gave a lunch to his fellow-carpenters. 
lt was customary to sing songs during the dessert, which 
lasted far into the afternoon, and each one cheerfully “ doing 
his best,” as the wood-merchant said, the uproar of the 
choruses which were taken up by everyone present amidst 
the smoke of pipes and the fumes of alcoholic liquors, 
swelled now and then into a tremendous crescendo, which 
was followed for some moments by a deep silence, the voice 
of the soloist boing lost in the distance. Then the chorus 
would be again bawled out, casting to the echoing valley 
the lively notes of a comic song, or the languid modulations 
of a sentimental ballad. PA 

Seated near a window in the small drawing-room of the 
chAteau, busy at some embroidery, Antoinette listened 
absently to these distant vociferations, as she watched 
beside her father who was taking his siesta stretched upon a 
sofa. Robert and Croix-Mesuil were walking up and down 
the terrace together, while Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice, 
armed with some long scissors, was clearing away the faded 
flowers from the vases. Suddenly the young count paused 
in his walk and looking his companion full in the face said : 

“If I were in your place, my dear fellow, I should speak 
to her straight out; there’s nothing worse than uncertain 
and false positions. It all depends on her. You know how 
much we all like you, and that if it had only needed our 
consent you would have been Antoinette’s husband leng ago. 
But the young lady is perfectly free, and it’s no easy job to 
make her do the opposite of what she has decided. She is 
as good as an angel, but as obstinate as the devil, though 
mA Gone think 4 tA nai at hee?” 
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was working, and they paused to look at her. “Herehcad 
was bowed, and, unconscious of any observation, she was not 
attempting to conceal the deep melancholy that she felt. 
A sad smila was on her lips, and it was with difficulty that 
she restrained the tears from flowing from between her 
fluttering eyelids. Her work fell from her hands, and, 
laying her head back on her chair, she was soon lost in 
desponding thoughts. Her dog, who was lying at her feet, 
raised-his intelligent eyes to her as if he understood the 
emotion which had overpowered her, and touched her hand 
with his long nose. She looked at the deerhound, wound 
her arms round his neck, then, unable to contain herself any 
longer burst into tears. The dog laid his paws on his 
mistress’s shoulders, while his eyes shone like two black 
diamonds, and uttered a low whine. At the sound, the 
marquis moved uneasily on the sofa as if he were going to 
awake, and the young girl whispered as she pointed to him ; 

“Be quiet, Fox. Let him sleep while he is yet able to 
do so.” 

“Good heavens, she is crying!” said the baron excit- 
edly. ‘Look at her, Robert. What does it mean? What 
is going on? I must questiou her, even though f risk dis- 
pleasing her.” 

He went up to the windew to which his head hardly 
reached, and was just about to speak when Antoinette put 
her finger to her lips as a sign to him to be silent. He 
pointed to the park- with a gesture of eutreaty to her to 
come. She silently rose, and bestowing a last glance upon 
her father, who was still sleeping and smiling at some happy 
dream, she left the room lightly as a sylph, and went out 
of doors. ‘The baron offered her his arm and they slowly 
walked down towards the park. 

The sun was sinking towards the horizon, and under the 
great beech-trees there were warm soft shadows perfumed 
with the fresh smell of the moss. From the parched 
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meadews came the continuous chirp of multitudinous 
grasshoppers, and the flowers in the beds turned their heads 
towards the west in eager longing for the dew. A stono 
bench, still warm from the burning mid-day heat, stood 
beside the path, and the two turned and sat down on it. 

Antoinette saw that she could no longer put off answer- 
ing the questions her fiancé had so considerately refrained 
from pressing for so long. She raised her wet eyes to his 
face, and seeing how troubled and anxious he looked, im- 
pulsively slipped her hand in his. He pressed it gently 
within his own, and looking tenderly at her, gently asked ; 

“Do you give it me to keep?” 

She made no answer beyond a sad shake of the head. 

“ Antoinette, dear,” he resumed, “I have noticed a great 
change in your manner towards me for some time past. 
You greet me with constraint, you treat me coldly, and, 
though I have said nothing, it has deeply pained me. I am 
not demonstrative—you will never hear me, like some meu 
whom I envy, pour out my feelings in fiery protestations, 
and I know that it is to my disadvantage that I cannot do 
so, that it makes me seem cold, and that I may be put 
down as being indifferent. But because my feelings are 
hidden they are not the less. deep, and you may always be 
sure that Iam a man whose heart can never change.” 

His voice shook as he spoke, and the bleed rose to his 
cheeks, He went on: 

“When I obtained from Monsieur de Clairefont and 
from yourself, the hope that I might one day become your 
husband, it made me exceedingly ‘happy. I loved you ; 
1 knew how good and tender you were, for I had seen your 
behaviour to your fathcr, and I also knew that the man 
who called you his would be worthy the envy of all. 
And yet, when you put off the realization of our plans, 
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love for you than by my patience and fidelity. But now, I 
ask myself if I was not at fault in my reasoning. Perhaps 
the outburst of a violent despair, the hot reproaches of a 
wounded heart would have moved you more, and have in- 
duced, you to yield. I did not think I ought to belie my 
nature, so I suffered in sileace at the risk of being thought 
but very little in love, and now to my bitter regret I can- 
not help thinking that I have gradually allowed the kindly 
feelings you had for me to fade away and die.” 

“Do not think that,” interposed Mademoiselle de Claire- 
font. “Do not think me guilty of forgetfulness any more 
than I do you of coldness, It is the force of fatal, lament- 
able circumstauces alone which has done all.” 

She paused for a moment as if she hositatcd to speak out, 
then taking a sudden resolution, she continued, brokenly ; 

“Tn one day, my position was so utterly changed that 
it was no longer right for me to consent to marry you. 
Had I told you the truth, you would have been com- 
pelled either to accept the situation as it was or to 
withdraw your word under conditions you might have 
found humiliating, and, out of consideration for you, I 
refused my consent. We have both played the same réle, 
we have both displayed a similar sacrifice of self, a corres- 
ponding degree of honour, and we have both been but very 
ill rewarded, since I see that you suffer, and that yet I can 
do nothing to console you.” 

“What! nothing?” said the young man sadly. “But 
what is the misfortune which is so serious that neither you 
nor I can do anything to remedy it?” 

Then with a gesture of despair, he went on: 

“Ah, the real, the only mischief is that yon do not love 
me. If your heart were mine you would not have paid go 
much attention te your reason.” 

“T have a sincere affection for you, and one which will 
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“Yes, the affection of a sister. But that is not what I 
want from you.” 

“Tt is au affection which prompted me to stretch out my 
hand to you with confidence and pleasure.” 

“ But one which has not been the strongest feeling in 
your heart, and which has sacrificed me—” 

“To an affection older and of longer standing, and which 
hag more demands upon me—that I bear my father.” 

“Didn’t you already love him enough without this?” 
exclaimed the young man jealously. 

“ The affection a child feels for his father ought to know 
no limits,” returned the girl firmly. ‘ But have you not 
noticed, not understood what is going on here that you are 
80 persistent? Have you not secn how for the last two 
years we have been sinking lower and lower towards utter 
ruin? Has the painful comedy which we have played for 
the last two months for my father’s sake escaped your eyes ? 
By sacrifices innumerable we have hitherto satisfied every 
demand, but now it is all over. We can lay claim no 
longer to any part of our possessions—we could be turned 
out of here tomorrow. In fact we are expecting that to 
happen, for the man who is harassing us will be inflexible, 
But of all this my father is as yet in ignorance. It would 
Have been of no use to show him the result of his faults 
since it was beyond his power to make reparation for them. 
He is simply an old baby whom we have spoilt, perhaps too 
much, but who would die if we were not there to make him 
live inan atmosphere of factitious happiness. You see I am 
answerable for his moral well-being. Can I consent to let 
you share my bondage?” 

“That is what I wished and what I still wish now. 
You are poor, you say? Well then, I have money enough 
for both of us. I will love your father as you love him 
yourself. He will not lose a daughter, he will gain another 
son to cherish and help him. With what I possess, we will 
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set his affairs straight and then we shall have enough to 
restore your own fortune to you.” ; 

“Never!” cried Mademoiselle de Clairefont. ‘That is 
what I should dread above all things. You do not know 
the unconscious selfishness of an inventor. Convinced of 
the merit of his discovery he has no hesitation in sacrificing 
all to a chimerical future. My father has thrown gold into 
his crucibles, and what has he got in return? Nothing but 
ashes, And should we drag you down with ourselves? No, 
I should reproach myself as for a crime. We have the 
right to do ourselves as much injury as we like, but to 
permit a stranger to become the victim of our errors, is a 
thing to which I will never give my consent.” 

“ As you know, you hurt me a great deal more by repell- 
ing my offers of assistance. But if you do not think of me, 
at least think a little of yourself. What is to become of 
youl” 

For a moment Antoinette sat thinking. She seemed to 
be once more reflecting upon the grave decision she was 
about to make. She was free to decide, and she held 
the fate of her whole life in her hands. On one side, there 
was, celibacy and life robbed of all its enchantment. On 
the other, marriage and the promise of a bright and happy 
future, Then, without any hesitation, she turned a face 
beaming with peaceful serenity to Monsieur de Croix-Mesnil’s 
gase, and answered quietly, 

«] shall be an old maid.” . 

He opened his lips to entreat her once again, but she 
stopped him. 

« Please do not say another word. Be generous and do 
not add to my pain by showing me yours. I shall always 
keep a tender recollection of you, but your duty now is to 
forget me. I give you back your word. Go to-morrow and 
tell your father all ; Iam sure he will approve my scruples 
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« £nd which it is impossible for me to promise to do. 
Do not demand more of me than I can reasonably perform. 
Can you really have thought that I should consént to go 
away and not see you again?” 

“JT have not thought so, and I have even thought that 
your friendship would make up to me for all I lose by re- 
fusing to become your wife.” 

“T shall be always ready to serve you, as you know, and 
I cannot thank you enough for having been so frank and 
true with me. But do not let either of us take a definite 
determination, Let us leave the future free. Who knows 
but what the situation may change and we may yet be able 
to return to the projects which were so dear tome? Do not 
say, ‘ Never ;’ say, ‘For the present. Leave me some hope, 
however slight. I shall cling to it, and it will help me to 
bear all the pain your decision causes me.” : 

She rose without making any reply, and, taking the arm 
he offered, slowly returned to the terrace. 

Evening was drawing on and the valley beneath was 
veiled in a thin mist. The féte was approaching its height, 
and the noisy braying of a brass band rose above the mut- 
murs of the crowd and floated up the hill. Every moment 
the detonation of # pistol sounded and the flash gleamed 
out against the darkeniug sky. The bell of an open-air 
lottery was being perseveringly rung to attract the curious, 
and in the direction of the cattle market clouds of white 
dust tose high in the air as the frightened animals were 
driven away. 

“How all those people are enjoying themselves,” said 
Mademoiselle de Clairefont, pointing out to her companion 
the outskirts of La Neuville, black with men, women and 
ehildren. 

“ Well, they look as though sh they are, at any rate.” 
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The marquis had come to meet them with Aunt Isabella. 

“ Well, my children,” said the old man, “are there to be 
no more difficulties, and are you agreed 7” 

“Yes, papa,” answered Antoinette, serenely. ‘It is all 
arranged. You need not-worry.” 

She gave Monsieur de Croix-Mesnil a tender smile, and, 
pressing his hand between her own, tried to inspire him 
with some of her own courage and resignation. 


CHAPTER VI. 


Tr was eight o’clock, and an excited, noisy throng was 
hastening into the ball-room which Pourtois had erected. 
For a space of about fifty yards long by fifty wide the grass 
had been covered with planks. An enormous tarpaulin roof 
was supported by beams, on which were fastened painted 
cardboard shields bearing the monogram “R, F.” in the 
centre, and surrounded by flags. Five tin chandeliers 
covered with lamps and reflectors shed a strong light on the 
scene, and all around the vast tent were placed rout-seats 
covered with red twill. At one end, on a narrow platform, 
sat the musicians, awaiting the signal from Pourtois 
to commence playing. At the other end, facing the 
entrance and separated from the rest of the room by 
arail, was a dais reserved for the authorities, on which 
atood three velvet easy-chairs surrounded by smaller ones, 
beneath a plaster bust representing the Republic which 
had been placed in a recess formed of green boughs. On 
the left side of the tent were doors communicating with 
the garden of the tavern, which was illuminated with Chineso 
lanterns, the heat from which was shrivelling up the 
branches and twigs of the arbours, 

House and arbours were full to overflowing. Each table 
was crowded, and the smoke from cigars and pipes floated 
in clouds amidst the light of the illuminations, while the 
tumult which had commenced first thing in the morning 
was still the same, except that the brawlers were a little 
hoareer and the toners ao little mnre stunid than earher in 
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Every now and then a dispute would arise, and thé voci- 
ferations and yells sounded as if murder at least were going 
to be done. At such times, little Madame Pourtois would 
appear upon the scene, looking stiff and starched in her best 
dress, She had a formula which always brought the un- 
ruly to their senses in a minute, and it was this : 

“If you want to kick up @ row, go outside and. do it—we 
want some room. Either you'll behave yourselves or yowl 
be turned out, We only have respectable people here.” 

These decided and pointed words invariably reduced the 
most furious to obedience, especially as behind Madamo 
Pourtois loomed the muscular form of her cousin Anastase, 
the slater from La Neuville, who came to help his relations 
on special occasions, and who could carry a drunken man 
-out of the inn as easily as pluck an apple from a tree. 

Pourtois, squeezed into a tight black frock-coat, and shin- 
ing with excitement and heat, trotted backwards and for- 
wards from the tent entrance to the groups already settled 
on the rout-seats, showing the ladies to their places, smiling 
at their daughters and dexterously edging the fathers to- 
wards the inn. His high, shrill voice could be heard above 
all the uproar, and in his excitement the fat man actually 
wiped his forehead with the serviette he was carrying in his 
hand from habit. 

The men of most importance in the district, such as 
the rich farmers and the large millers, he placed at the 
foot of the official dais as they came in. Loud, hearty 
laughs of satisfaction pealed out at each arrival, the men 
shaking each other by the hand as if nothing short of a 
dislocated shoulder would be a sufficient demonstration of 
their friendly feclings, and the women putting on a mincing 
air with an affectation of the highest breeding. The girls 
kissed one another effusively, turning pale with vexation if 
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in a fittle group where they strove to outdo each other in 
gossip and ill-natured remarks about the people as they 
came in, and the most malicious slanders were uttered by 
these innocent-looking lips. 

“Ah, how glad I am to see you, dear! Do just look at 
Mademoiselle Delarue, isn’t she a sight this evening! And 
her mother looks as if she had just come out of an old rag- 
bag!” 

“Oh, don’t talk about her. They say that young Levas- 
seur, who was to have married her, has got out of it, The 
Delarues are at very low water just now ; they’ve even sold ° 
half their cattle.” : 

“ Ah, here’s Véronique Auclair! Did you ever see such 
feet? How can she be so silly as to wear white shoes when 
sho has feet like those !” 

“What a pretty locket you have on! Is it antique?” 

“Yes; my father came across it at Rouen, at a curiosity- 
shop.” . 

“T suppose you know that Pourpied, the attorney from 
Saint Frambert, is going bankrupt. What a misfortune for 
poor Clémence !” 

“ Ah! she thought too inch of herself after she married 
him. She wouldn’t recognise us when. she was driving 
by in her carriage.” 

“ Are Monsieur and Madame d’Edennemare coming to 
the ball to-night 1” 

“Oh, no. They cannot go anywhere this year because of 
the grandmother being il. But the young viscount told 
me yesterday that he should come because of me. What a 
splendid dancer he is |” 

“Well, he’s made his father's money dance, at any rate.” 

“The Leglorieux have come. Do you see them—at the 
other end of the rnom. an the left-hand cide That oroat 
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“You know that they talk akout a match between her 
and Monsieur Carvajan’s son 1” 

‘Nonsense! She is not rich enough, Why, the mayor 
of La Neuville has hundreds of thousands—he’ll want a 
daughter-in-law from Paris. Oh, here ho is coming in, with 
bis son.” 1 

Pourtois hurried to meet his patron, pushing everybody 
out of his way and doing the honours of the ball with a 
courtier-like empressement. He wished to lead Carvajan to the 
dais, but the banker, who looked gloomier than usual, put 
the huge inn-keeper aside, and taking Pascal, who was walk- 
ing behind him, by the arm, persisted in mixing with the 
other guests, 

“Presently, Pourtois, presently. It’s all right, my friend ; 
don’t you trouble about. me. I want to walk rotnd with 
my son, There will be plenty of time for me to appear in 
my official capacity.” 

‘And go saying he turned away, leaving the inn-keeper 
quite out of countenance. : 

Carvajan’s motive for this conduct was solely a desire to 
show Pascal the importance be now possessed. He wanted 
him to see how even the wealthiest bowed and cringed 
before him. In short he longed to display himself to his 
son in all the terrible grandeur of his power. 

“You must renew your acquaintance with the people 
you have not seen for ten years, my boy,” he said. “It 
will not do for you to stand apart looking as if you 
were totally unaccustomed to civilisation. I hope you will 
show a smiling face to all these old friends who can remem- 
ber your mother and will talk to you of her.” 

A pang shot through Pascal’s heart at the words, and the 
pale face of his dead mother came before his eyes. She—the 
poor woman banished to the back of the gloomy house 
where she had languished and faded away like a flower left 
without sun or air—she had friends who still remembered 
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her!* What bitter derision, or, rather, what incredible 
audacity! Had Carvajan so utterly forgottgn the past that 
he was able to speak of his martyred wife without fear of 
evoking dangerous thoughts im his son’s mind? Friends, 
these men and women around him dressed in their Sunday 
best, pretentious, coarse, grotesque and offending all the 
delicacy of his cultured mind ! What could he and they 
ever have in common ? 

‘As he moved up the room, his father presented them to 
him, complacently enumerating the possessions and qualitics 
of each one, reckoning up their incomes and valuing 
their influence. Every hand was stretched towards the 
mayor, and if Pascal could read a certain constraint in the 
eyes of some, the apparent warmth with which his father 
was always grected told clearly of the servility in which the 
tyrant of La Neuville kept all his subjects. 

To the rich and important, Carvajan was especially abrupt, 
cold and haughty. He felt an intense pleasure in making 
the largost landed proprietors of the canton feel the weight 
of his heavy hand, and, in spite of himself, Pascal could not 
help admiring the pride of this parvenu who, risen from 80 
low a sphere, now ruled all those who had formerly regarded 
him with contempt. They crowded round him, flattering 
and paying every deference to him. 

“ Dear Monsieur Carvajan, what a very nice young man 
your son is! Shall we not one day have the pleasure of 
seeing you both at our house? You know that there you 
will be as if you were in your own home.” 5 

The banker did not pause before any group, but gravely 
pursued his triumphal course with the air of a sovereign 
passing in review the dignitaries of his court while offering 
himself to the universal adoration. But, when he reached 
the Dumontiers and Leglorieux, he stopped and made a few 
pleasant remarks. He stood surrounded by his courtiers 
and that park of the tent was crowded while every where 
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else people were able to circulate freely. Carvajan glanced 
haughtily round at his attendants, then turned to Pascal. 

“ We seem to be somewhat closely surrounded,” he said, 
Aud for the first time that evening there came a curve on 
his lip which might be taken for a smile. 

“Tg it not so wherever you are, my dear Carvajan?” 
exclaimed old Leglorieux, flatteringly. 

“ Parbleu/ and if all his future electors were here, there 
would indeed be a crowd,” added the banker’s brother-in- 
law, Dumontier. 

“Oh, to contain them, it would necd the square before 
the mayoralty, and that wouldn’t be large enough,” put in 
Fleury, who had just arrived, ‘Ladies and geutlemen, your 
very humble servant. Pourtois, a chair for his worship the 
mayor, You stand there in ecstatic admiration and never 
even think of asking him to be seated.” 

The big inn-keeper at once rushed away with wonderful 
velocity and returned carrying a scat. 

Fleury, clean-shaven, his refractory hair plastered with 
pomade, which made it shine like so much wire, his shirt 
already rumpled and his white tie twisted like a cord, looked 
yet more repulsive in his evening dress than in his ordinary 
attire. His lips were constantly parted in the horrible 
smile which displayed his black teeth, and he did all in his 
power to attract the attention of Pascal who was standing 
motionless and silent. 

“ Ah, speaking of electors, we must begin to think about 
the approaching elections,” resumed the eldcr Dumontier. 
“The dissolution of the Conseil Général takes place this 
year, and I suppose we are going to arrange so that we 
sha’n’t be taken in as we were seven years ago.” 

‘‘ Begging your pardon, Monsieur Dumonticr,” said Pour- 
tois venturing to join in the conversation, “but if his 
worship will stand this time, I'll answer for the result. I 
have Clairefont, Couvrechamps, La Saucelle and Pierreval 
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all ready to follow my lead, without mentioning the suburbs 
of La Neuville. Tondeur answers for the yptes of the wood-, 
cutters, and as for the valley, that’s your and Monsieur 
Leglorieux’ affair. Only let us mind what we are about 
and we shall have a big majority—lI say so and I know what 
Iam talking about. Tho old owl up yonder has nothing 
left him but to get out of his nest.” 

The inn-keeper’s squeaky voice went up quite two tones 
as he uttered this insolent statement in conclusion. 

“ And after that will come the election for deputy,” added 
Fleury. ‘All in good time.” 

Carvajan’s tanned face became a sombre red. His eyes 
gloamed beneath his thick grey eyebrows and for a moment 
his heart throbbed wildly. But he was far too much master 
of himself to allow his joy to be seen. He gave a careless 
gesture and answered coldly : 

“We shall see about it. The present moment is an ill- - 
chosen one to form such plans, and, io we must expect 
opposition.” 

And he glanced towards the opposite corner of the ball- 
room, where the representatives of the provincial aristocracy 
had instinctively gathered together, apart from the plebeian 
throng. 

, Madame de Saint André had just arrived with her son 
and three daughters. The old Marquis de Couvrechamps, 
who had commanded the mobile troops during the war and 
had displayed so much decision at the battle of Buchy, sat 
surrounded by several of his former soldiers who were now 
steady-going family men, but who delighted tu remember 
the days of hardship and danger now they enjoyed peace 
and security. The little Viscount d’dennemare was pay- 
ing marked attention to young Madame Tourette, whose 
husband—a Paris stock-broker—had recently bought the 
macnificent estate of La Barcllerie.’ situated a couple of 
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Saint Croix was the centre of a little circle which sht was 
delighting with cher conversation. 

There was a violent contrast between the group over 
which Carvajan reigned so triumphantly, and that formed 
by the large estate-owners of the district. On the 
one side, everyone had dressed as for a grand ceremony, on 
the other, everyone had affected extreme simplicity. The 
ones showed that the ball was the one opportunity of 
amusement that was open to them, ‘The others, that they 
had only come to look on for a sbort time and, as Madame 
de Saint André said, to honour the féte with their presence. 

Still, the empty space which lay between the two camps, 
was frequently crossed by some large farmer going to pay 
his respects to his landlord. The old Marquis de Couvre- 
champs addressed all his tenants by their Christian names, 
for he had known them when they were children, and held 
out to them a slender hand which they carefully touched 
with the tips of their large, thick fingers, while they bent 
deferentially before this gentleman who was universally 
loved and respected. 

Pascul, indifferent to all that was going on around him, 
deaf to the flattery of his father’s partisans and blind to 
their smiles, was leaning carelessly against one of the sup- 
ports of the tents, vainly seeking amidst the rival faction 
for her who was the centre of all his thoughts. He 
goon attracted the attention of the Baroness de Saint Croix: 
who leant towards the young and elegant Monsieur Tourette 
and asked : 

«Who is that handsome man over there amongst the 
crowd of Monsieur Carvajan’s courtiers?” 

“He is his sou ; did you not know?” 

“Really? I should never have thonght it. He looks 
quite a gentleman.” 


“ And not only that, but he is a man of true merit,” went 
ee - ee a ae cctwre. « 
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away’ the difficulties which had arisen between Nicaragua 
and the Panama Canal Company, and it appears that he- 
acquitted himself excellently well. He had previously 
brought to a successful termination some financial and 
industrial negociations with Chili and Peru, and unravelled 
some very tangled affairs. His employers were delighted 
with what he did and although they paid very highly for 
his services, I know that they still remember them with 
gratitude.” 

“He seems to resign himself to boredom in quite a 
superior way.” 

“‘He does everything in a superior way.” 

At this moment. there was a general movement and all 
heads were turned towards the entrance. The sub-prefect 
had arrived, accompanied by his secretary. Pourtois hurried 
to meet him, and led him with many bows to Carvajan, 
whose prestige was greatly increased by the deference shown 
him by the Government authority. 

At this moment, indeed, the mayor seemed king of the 
féte. It was he to whom everyone turned their attention 
and none to whom he had uttered a command would have 
dared to disobey, For a moment he felt intoxicated with 
pride, and, in the height of his triumph, he commenced a 
second tour of the room, this time to do the honours to the 
sub-prefect. At a sign from Pourtois, the music struck up, 
and all the openings leading into the garden were at once 
crowded with spectators watching, glass in hand, this 

_ animated picture. 

Carvajan had just gone half the round of the tent when 
the blue and white striped curtain which hung before the 
entrance was raised and Robert de Clairefont entered with 
hig sister on his arm. Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice and 
Monsieur de Croix-Mesnil, followed about twenty paces be- 
hind the two, and, as if fate had chosen to show the relative 

-strength of the antagonists, the children of* the marquis 
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stood alone, opposite Carvajan surrounded by all thoses who, 
-either from hatred or interest, were ready to support him, 

Pascal was seized with a terrible dread as he saw them 
facing each other like adversaries on the eve of combat. 
His heart stopped beating and for some seconds his very 
being was concentrated in his eyes. He longed for the 
whole room to fall to ruins, he tried to imagine some sudden 
interference which would prevent the situation from being 
sustained to the dreaded end. He thought of rushing to 
his father, whom he could see sneering with an air of 
bravado, of seizing him and dragging him away. Anything 
or everything seemed preferable to what appeared in- 
ovitable: 

After a slight, momentary pause, the two. groups had 
again resumed their onward course. Robert, his head held 
well erect, did not deviate an inch from his path. He was 
walking straight towards Carvajan, and on his determined 
face his resolution not to give way a step was plainly marked, 
Antoinette, who had suddenly turned very pale, was vainly 
Pressing her brother’s arm and trying to direct his steps 
away from the official party, but Robert in his power drew 
her along with him without an effort, Carvajan, his face 
dark with hatred, and his head lowered like a bull about to 
rush upon his victim, came steadily on. 

“Robert, please don’t,” whispered Antoinette, 

“Do not interfere,” returned the young count between. 
his clenched teeth. “He will give way to us or I will walk 
“over his body.” 

And, fixing his flashing eyes upon their enemy, he walkcd 
straight towards him, 

A deadly silence had fallen on the room, and the 
pneounter, of which it would have been impossible to tell 
the consequences, was on the point of taking place, when, 
‘quite innocenfly, the sub-prefect saved the sitnation 
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mad® a gesture of admiration and stepped aside from the 
mayor with a polite bow, leaving the way clear. Antoinette 
who had been suffering agonies, breathed again as she saw 
an open path before her and she could not help bestowing a 
grateful smile upon the official, Then, passing beside 
Carvajan, who was trembling with suppressed rage, she 
hastened towards the corner where all her father’s friends- 
were gathered. 

Carvajan had turned round to still follow the pair with 
his eyes. He heard a deep sigh close to his ear, and looking 
up,.saw Pascal, pale from the emotion he had just passed 
through. 

“Who is that charming young lady?” asked the sub- 
prefect of his guide, putting on his eye-glassos to see her 
better. 

“She'is Mademoiselle de Clairefont,” answered Carvajan 
with sombre sarcasm. ‘And you have just accorded her 

‘s flattering reception she was very far from expecting, 
sir.” 

“Oh, pshaw! She’s a pretty woman,” answered his com- 
panion gaily. ‘I am ready to fight the father on political 
ground, but, in the meantime, I claim the right to admire 
the daughter.” 

“Don’t express your admiration too openly, though, uu- 
less you want to find yourself mixed up in a quarrel with 
the young boor who is with her. There, see what he is 
doing now.” 

When he reached the little group formed by the nobility, 
Robert had looked round to find seats for hig aunt and 
sister, but the benches were already over-crowded. The 
Dowager Baroness de Saint Croix had taken up her position 
in a corner beside the official dais and was doing her utmost 
to persuade Mademoiselle de Clairefont and her aunt to 
etag nase har  Adnnnsane aa. feate bimcsl) cece wx 
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Robert, noticing the chairs set out for the notabilities of La 
Neuville, said aloud : 

“Oh, here’s just what we waut. Are ladies to put up 
with rush and cane seats when the Corporation lounges on 
velvet? ‘That’s very unlikely.” 

And reaching over the rail, he took the two chairs stand- 

-ing next the principal arm-chair, 

The others gave a stifled laugh at this act of audacity, 
Pourtois, dumb with awed amazement, looked alternately at 
the mayor and young count, hesitating between hig desire 
to please Carvajan and his fear of angering Robert. The 
rest stood waiting in silence, wondering whether their chief 
was going to allow himself to be thus openly braved. The 
mayor gave an imperious glance at his partisans command. 
ing them to be silent, to make no movement, then, turning 
to the sub-prefect, he suid loudly cnongh for most to hear ; 

“T think it behoves us to set an example of moderation 
and patience, for if we took any notice of Monsieur de 
Clairefont’s provocations, conflicts might result which would 
cast a shadow over the féte. Therefore, let us regard his 
acts as if they had not taken place. Besides,” he added in 
a lower voice, “his deplorable habits of intemperance have 
slightly impaired his intellect, and he is not always master 
of himself.” 

“Tt looks bad to see the dais empty when all the rest of 
the room is crowded,” said the sub-prefect. “Could it not 
be occupied by some ladies }” 

“Yes, you are right.” : 

Fleury and Pourtois had already hurried away aud were 
how escorting Madame Dumontier and Madame Leglorieux 
to the empty chairs, to those worthy dames’ infinite delight. 

“There’s a good move,” remarked Madame de Saint 
Croix sarcastically. “Now they're in their right place.” 

“Suppose we go and pay our attention. 4, wd... 
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“‘Pumontier’s grandfather paid enough attention to us, 
when he was my mother’s servant,” said Madame de Saint 
André sharply. 

“Tt is as the Maréchale Lefebvre said, under the First 
Empire : ‘ Now, we are the princesses !’” 

“These women from La Neuville are too awful,” said 
Robert, And turning to the young men standing around 
him; “Shall we pay them out just now by asking the little 
peasant-girls to dance, and leading off the ball with them 4?” 

‘Well, some of them are pretty enough to make it any- 
thing but a sacrifice,” said Tourette staring through his 
eye-glass at Rose Chassevent who. was just coming in, 
followed by Roussot. , 

Attired in her best, the girl walked down the room with 
easy, smiling grace. She was wearing a dress of sateen 
covered with sprays of flowers, open in the front and 
finished off with a little muslin fichu knotted on the breast 
with blue ribbons. The sleeves reached only to the elbow 
where they were met by the long mittens which covered her 
plump round arms. She had not an ornament or even a 
flower in her fair hair, and in her hand she carried the scarf 
which she had worn over her head to come to the ball. 

The shepherd, as dazzled by the bright light as an owl at 
mid-day, walked close behind her. All his clothes were 
bran new, as he had told Rose they would be, and his grey 
alpaca blouse was fastened with a silver clasp. He hac 
made a most careful tozlette, and his red hair, which generally 
hung wild about him, was parted on his forehead, giving an” 
expression at once grotesque and frightful to his freckled 
face. 

“ But who is the monster who keeps so close beside her?” 
asked Viscount d’Hdennemare. 

“Our shepherd. An idiot who has been brought up on 
the farm,” replied Robert. 

“What a funny page for her to choose 1” 
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Rose, seeing Antoinette, came up to her and"smilingly 
listened to the compliments her young mistress paid her 
upon her appearance. 

“But it’s one of your own dresses I have on, made- 
moiselle. Don’t you know it again? You gave it me last 
spring. Of course I’ve altered it; a girl in my position 
can’t wear things made like her betters. But it suits me, 
doesn’t it, and it still locks nice.” 

“It is you set it off,” said Mademoiselle de Clairefont, 
with an indulgent smilo. ‘‘ There, child, go and enjoy your- 
self, but don’t stay dancing too late, because, you know, I 
shall want you to-morrow morning.” 

“Oh, don’t fear, mademoiselle. I shan’t be a minute 
behind time.” 

“And don’t keep your shepherd dangling at your heels 
all the the evening,” cried Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice. 
“ That fellow’s enough to frighten off all your partners,” 

“T am going to give him into my father’s care, made- 
moiselle.” 

And he'll make him drink, 4nd then in about an hour’s 
time, he won’t know his right hand from his left.” 

“Oh, I think he will,” answered the girl with a smile. 
“ And besides, what does it matter, as long as he leaves me 
alone? Still, U’ve promised to dance once with him, and I 
”~ must keep my word,” , 

Then she went away, while all the men looked after her, 
captivated by the charm of her glowing youth. 

It was eight o'clock, and the registrar, the anagistrate and 
his wife had all arrived and taken their places on the 
official dais, The head of the gendarmerie, dressed in full 
uniform, had just gone into the inn, where a dispute of 
alarming proportions had suddenly arisen. The air was be- 
coming every moment more oppressive, the evening breeze 
carried the strong odour of mulled wine from the garden 
into the dancing-tent, and the noise of all the voices some. 
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times, rosé so high as to drown the sounds of the orches- 
tra, 

Antoinette sat silent and thoughtful in the midst of all 
the animation, the heat and the tumult. Twice already 
Monsieur de Croix-Mesnil had made®some remark to her, 
and had hardly received any answer. She scemed indiffer- 
ent to all that was going on around her, and, with eyes 
fixed on the ground, was lost in dreams. 

The first face she had seen on entering the room, had 
been Paseal’s. She had seen him blanch when Carva: 
jan and Robert had so uearly come into personal contact 
and she knew that he had shared her dread. The know- 
ledge that he had participated in her anxiety had left a 
deep impression upon her. Was he her companion in mis- 
fortune? Ought she not, unless she wished to be unjust, to 
except him from the hatred which she had vowed towards 
all who bore the name of Carvajan 1 

She timidly raised her eyes and looked round for him, 
He was standing with folded arms, and looking as sad 
amidst all this revelry, he, the son of the victor, as she, the 
daughter of the vanquished, and she wondered what could 
be passing through his mind. . 

As if he had felt that Mademoiselle de Clairefont’s atten- 
tion was fixed on him, Pascal raised his head and their eyes 
mét. He at once turned his aside, after a bow so respectful 
that it was almost a prostration. ‘Then he slowly moved 
away and disappeared, as if to convey the meaning : “You 
hate me, but I reverence you. My presence may cause you 
annoyance or displeasure, therefore 1 will remain out of 
sight.” What better could he do, since he had no right to 
approach her, than to testify bis fervent adoration from a 
distance? There was more real devotion in this voluntary 
self-effacement, than in the most impassioned protestations. 
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creased. Couples hurried by, stopping to engage in ani- 
mated converse with those they met. On the dais Carvajan 
was standing beside Madame Leglorieux, eagerly scanning 
the moving crowd, and Félicie, critason to the middle of her 
chest, was impatiently tapping her fogt. 

“ Where the deuce can the boy have got to?” muttered the ~ 
mayor, “ He was here not five minutes ago.” 

“Yes, and he didn’t look as if he was enjoying himself, 
either,” added the heiress of the Leglorieux, spitefally, 

“No doubt he thought the dancing was being delayed too 
Jong,” insinuated Fleury, “Wait a second, I'll find him.” 

And threading. his way amongst the people, the magis- 
trate’s clerk hurried outside. 

“They are taking their places for the first quadrille,” said 
Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice to her niece. “I think you 

ought to dance it.” . 

“May I have the honour of this dance, mademoiselle ?” 
asked the elegant Tourette. 

“Tam sorry, sir,” answered Antoinette, “but it is 
the only time I shall dance and I have promised Monsieur 
de Croix-Mesnil.” 

“Well, it is his right,” assented the stock-broker. «I 
will ask one of the Saint André’s to take pity on me, for I 
can’t in decency dance with my wife.” 

“Thank you a thousand times for the favour you have 
bestowed upon me, dear Antoinette,” whispered Monsieur 
de Croix-Mesnil. “But are you so kind and sweet only to 
make yourself the more keenly regretted 4” 

Mademoiselle de Clairefont smiled and placed her finger 
on her lips; then, taking her partner’s arm, she took her 
place just before her aunt with Mademoiselle de Saint 
André and the stock-broker on the one side and Viscount 
d’Edennemare and Madame Tourette on the other 
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and %ottom they advaneed to the centre and changed 
partners, thus mingling in a momentary fraternisation every 
rank and condition present. This dance had been the 
custom for generations past and it often happened that the 
lord of the manor stood opposite his smallest tenant, and 
the lady of the chateau had the farmer’s daughter for ber 
vis-a-vis. : 

Once this opening quadrille over, everyone was free to 
amuse himself as he pleased and the ball became the scene 
of a violent animation which, thanks to repeated libations, 
often became a sort of bacchanalia, The girls of both town 
and country, dazed with wine, excited by the music, 
maddened by the dance, sprang and leapt like Erigones in a 
vineyard, and then sank exhausted in their partners’ arms, 
The shrubs in Pourtois’ garden resounded with bursts of 
shrill laughter and piercing shrieks, and, in the soft warmth 
of the night, beneath the twinkling bright-eyed stars, 
many were the kisses exchanged, only to be bitterly re- 
gretted afterwards. 

This wild scene was well known, and, about nine or ten 
o'clock, when the mode of enjoyment began to get more 
ardent and more rough, the ladies from the chateau and the 
tradesmen’s wives from the town went away with their 
daughters, leaving the rest to make merry with a fury im- 
possible to control. 

But for the present the dancers were serious, orderly and 
a little constrained. The men chatted im low tones and the 
women spent the time, until the signal should be given to ~ 
commence, in smoothing down the pleats of their dresses 
and in drawing themselves up and giving themselves the 
coquettish airs of young pigeons. Feet.were already tap- 
ping the floor in their impatience to begin, but opposite 
Antoinette, who happened to stand in the centre of the line, 
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vaguely round in search of Some one to be his sister’s 
vis-d-vis, when Pascal, with the triumphant Mademoiselle 
Leglorieux on his arm, appeared, looking very embarrassed 
and as if he regarded his task as one extremely distasteful 
to him. Fleury was guiding him through the crowd, 
When he reached the vacant place, the clerk turned towards 
the dais and cast a questioning look at Carvajan. The 
latter made an imperious gesture as if to say: “ Yes, that 
is where I intend him to stand.” Then Fleury stepped back 
from before Pascal, leaving him opposite Mademoiselle de 
Clairefont. Pascal’s kneesshook underhim,his sight grewdim. 
Then. a hand was laid on Monsieur do Croix-Mesnil’s arm, 
and Robert’s voice was heard saying in loud, firm tones : 

“Come back to your seat, my dear fellow. My sister will 
not dance.” 

Monsieur de Croix-Mesnil looked at his friend in amaze- 
ment, and not understanding what Robert meant : 

“What is the matter?” he asked amidst: a profound 
silence, 

“The matter is that the man who has just taken the place 
opposite you is the son of Monsieur Carvajan,” replied 
Robert. 

“Ah? That is indeed annoying,” said Monsieur de 
Croix-Mesnil in the calmest of tones, 

He glanced coldly at Pascal, who had turned livid, and 
bowing to Antoinette as though to ask her pardon for hay- 
ing involuntarily exposed her toa degrading contact : 

“Forgive me, mademoiselle,” he said. Then led her back 
to her seat, 

Not a sound was heard. No one dared take either one 
side or the other. All hesitated between Robert’s physical 
strength and Carvajan’s moral power, and averting their 
faces the spectators stood in a kiud of numb stupor. 

The mayor, who was still standing, looked at this strange 
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that he had received such au affront in public—so crushing 
« reply to his insolent provocation! Were these Clairefonts 
really making a display of haughtiness when he thought to 
have them at his mercy! He trembled with rage, and his 
yellow eyes glittered like a tiger’s in the darkness. He 
turned towards those surrounding him, and his eyes met 
nothing but countenances expressive of gloomy constraint. 
He looked at his son, and saw him mad with excitement, 
full of a wild longing to avenge himself, and yet dismayed 
at the thought that the man on whom he would wreak his 
vengeance must be either the brother or the fiancé of 
Antoinette. 

Mademoiselle Leglorieux happily found a means of lessen- 
ing the tension of the situation. Her eyes opened to their 
fullest extent, she turned from white to red, from red 
to white, uttered a piercing scream, and, throwing herself 
into her mother’s arms, gave way to a fit of hysterics which 
relieved her from the necessity of making a clearer state- 
ment of her opinions. 

At the same moment the orchestra struck up loudly with 
the first Lars of the quadrille, and the two lines of dancers, 
delighted at the relief from their painful constraint, ad- 
vanced and retired amidst a cloud of dust. 

Antoinette, seated beside her aunt, had no time to realise 
what had happened. She found herself at once surrounded 
by her friends, and obliged to listen to a concert of excla- 
mations and commentaries, which blended into a tumultu- 
ous buzz like that of a hive in uproar, while the men stood 
grave and silent beside Robert and Monsieur de Croix- 
Mesnil. 

The commotion on the official dais was no less. The 
mayor had just left it, and, heedless of Madame Leglorieux’s 
lamentations, had hastened towards Pascal, who had re- 
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and retreating in measured time. The sound of the tnstru- 
ments rang in his ears with a blatant noise which stunned 
him, and in the confusion of his mind the same thought re- 
turned to him over and over again: “You have been 
insulted because of her and in her presence.” Then his 
hands clenched tightly and he resolutely determined not to 
remain passive beneath the outrage. He must make some 
vne answer for it. But whom? Robert? It was he who 
had spoken the words, it was he who had caused this public 
scandal. And yet it was the other whom he hated, the one 
who had coldly acquiesced. And he longed to go to this 
calm, high-born man and strike him, and to risk his life 
against his, 

Monsieur de Croix-Mesnil had Antoinette on his arm 
when the insult was uttered, and his smile was yet more 
insolent than Robert’s words. And besides was he not her 
flancé? Ah, that was the real motive for Pascal's fiery 
thoughts, that was what had brought this pallor to his 
check. He was tortured by jealousy still more acutely than 
by anger. He wanted to show Mademoiselle de Clairefont 
that he too was proud and to be feared. The thought of her 
possible contempt endued him with courage to face a thou- 
sand deaths. 

He felt, some one take his arm and try to lead him away, 
and looking up he saw his father. 

“Do not stay here,” said Carvajan. ‘Come with me.” 

But Pascal resisted, saying ia a voice that shook ; 

“Leave me alone. All is not yet finished. I will not 
leave this room.” 

“What do you intend to do?” 

“Do you think Iam the man to endure such an insult 
without demanding reparation ?” 

“You are mad!” 

“Then you advise me to slink away and be thought a 
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Carvajan’s face assumed a terrible expression. He pressed 
his son’s arm yet more closely. 

“You wish to fight with those men? You are mad, I 
tell you. Leave me the task of avenging you. My way 
will be more sure and more prompt.” 

“More sure and more prompt?” exclaimed his son. 
“You will see!” 

The quadrille had come to an end, and the mon were 
leading their partners back to their seats. Pascal strode 
towards the circle, in the midst of which were standing 
Robert and Monsieur Croix-Mesnil, and approached Made- 
moiselle de Clairefont’s fiancé so closely that his chest almost 
touched his shoulder. 

“Sir,” he said with an insolent look in his eyes, his 
hand working nervously: “I have a few words to say to 
you. Would you be so kind as to step aside a moment?” 

The baron bowed, and was just about to follow Carvajan’s 
son, when Robert barred their way. 

“Gently, gently,” he said with a sneer. “TI fancy there 
is a mistake. It is not with you, my dear fellow, that 
the gentleman has to deal, but with me. You only ceded 
to my wishes. It was I who said—” 

“T did not hear your words, and I do not wish to notice 
them,” interrupted Paseal, fiercely. ‘It was this gentleman 
who insulted me. It is he alone I deem responsible.” 

“Oh, well, there is one way at least of settling the ques- 
tion,” exclaimed the young count, and drawing back a pace 
he was on the point of committing some act of vidlence, 
when his sister stepped, pale and trembling, between him 
and his opponent. 

“Robert, please go away,” she said gently. 

“ But—” he expostulated. 

Two tears fell from the girl’s eyes and were at once dried 
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Go,” she repeated, 

And as the young man gave way and obeyed her, she 
turned to Pascal and said: 

“You are perfectly right, sir, Reparation is due 
to you. I was the cause of the insult you have received— 
it is for me to apologise, Will. you be so good as to forgive 
me?” 

Carvajan’s son saw her bow before him. He tried to 
speak, but his lips only moved without articulating a sound, 
and, far more deeply hurt by Antoinette’s proud humility 
than he had been by Robert’s insolence, he staggered 
away. 

“Where are you going?” asked his father, mecting him 
at the door, “Remember what you said but a moment 
ago. Do you wish to look as if you were running away?” 

“Ab, what do I care?” cried the young man, continuing * 
to move onwards to the darkness outside, as if he longed to 
hide his despair. 

“Do you not wish for revenge?” said Carvajan as they 
reached the road. “Speak but the word a T will put all 
those who have outraged you at your mercy.” 

“Never!” 

“Then what do you intend to do?” 

To go away. To leave for ever, this time, the land 
where I find nothing but strife and bitterness. To go far from 
these struggles, these quarrels, these snares and treacheries. 
To forget all, even to the name that you have made so 
heavy a burden for me to bear.” 

“ Pascal |” 

“Father, you have sown hatred, and therefore I must not 
be astonished if we are insulted and scorned. But I could 
not live thus. I prefer. to go away.” 

“Tt will be said that you were afraid.” 

“Very well.” 
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“You do not need me, father. You have given ample 
proof of that.” : 

“Then it is I who will cling to you,” said Carvajan slip- 
ping his arm under his son’s. ‘“ You want to go home—Ict 
us go. To-morrow, when you are calmer, we will discuss 
matters.” 

And turning their backs on the dancing-tent the two men 
started in the direction of La Neuville. 

Inside the tent, the excitement caused by Madeinoiselle 
de Clairefont’s interference had not yet subsided, Made- 
moiselle de Saint Maurice, who at first had been simply 
petrified, had at last regained her senses and, turning a face 
as black as any thunder-cloud towards her niece, she 
muttered : 

“And pray what is the meaning of all this? Are you 
goilg mad? Here are you being all that is polite to this 
young rogue, when he deserved a thorough gocd lesson for 
his impertinence.” 

“No, aunt, no. It is we who have been wrong all 
through. We should not have come here, where we knew 
we could expect nothing but unkindness. And, above all, 
we ought not to have provoked that young man—” 

“But didn’t you see that old knave, bis father, laughing 

* jn anticipation at the good joke he was preparing, by expos- 
ing you to stand face to face with his son?” 

But Antoinette sadly shook her head. 

“Po not let us attack this man, we cannot come off 
victorious. Let us give way—it is the best thing we can do.” 

She turned towards the door, leaning heavily on Croix- 
Mesnil’s arm and looking thoroughly exhausted. Aunt 
Jsabella followed with Robert. When they reached the 
carriage which old Bernard had waiting for them, Made- 
moiselle de Clairefont tried to make her brother get in with 
them, but he refused, saying he did not feel inclined to 
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. 

“What are you going to do?” asked Antoinetie, filled 
with anxiety, 

“What I do every year at the ball—enjoy myself, in spite 
of that spoil-sport, Carvajan.” : 

“ Promise me that you will not re-commence the quarrel. . 
Oh, do come with us! You make me feel so hervous, it 
Seems as though some misfortune ig going to happen to 


Robert moved impatiently, 

“Little one,” he said, “T think you interfere a great deal 
too much with what does not concern you. Go home to 
bed and sleep soundly ; that’s the best thing for a child of 


slightest. effect, Now, good-night.” 

He put his arm round his sister's waist, lifted her up as 
if she were a feather, kissed her, and placed her inside the 
carriage, 

“Robert, be prudent !” cried old Mademoiselle de Saint 
Maurice, always on the alert when her Benjamin was in 
question. 

“Don’t be afraid, aunt,” he returned with a loud langh. 
“Tf anyone wants to eat me, at any rate they won't dispose 
of me in one mouthful,” 

He shut the carriage door, told the coachman to drive on, 
then, softly Wwhistlin » Walked across the inn garden to the 
dancing-room. In the garden the rustics were enjoying 
themselves with perfect freedom from all constraint oy 
mock modesty. There they sat, in the warm night air, 
through which fled the bats, brushing, as they passed, the 
Chinese lanterns which shone forth amidst the verdure, 
drinking, and shouting at the top of their voices and thump- 
ing the tables with all the might of their clenched fists, 

Old Chassevent, perched on @ barrel, was singing @ coarse 
Song in a husky voice. It wag the fourth time he had sung 
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it that evening and during the intervals he wandered from 
table to table drinking here a glass of beer or there a nip of 
brandy. He did not seem drunk, but his gaiety was 
gradually becoming more wild, his gestures more energetic 
and his song more suggestive. 

The gendarme told off to keep order—for when they were 
tipsy the peasants often fought until they nearly killed each 
othei—-was sitting on a stool in a corner, listening to the 
old poacher and laughing heartily. 

Robert paused for a moment to listen to the chorus which 
the vagabond had caught up in some prison, and in which 
all his auditors joined, marking the rhythm by stamping 
their feet and thumping the tables, and for some moments 
there was such an uproar as would have drowned Heaven's 
own thunder, ‘hen there was silence again and the voice 
of the uncouth entertainer of this drunkards’ réunion was 
heard once more, accenting with much gusto the ribald words 
which sounded still more ignoble beneath this starry sky. 

All that La Neuville and the surrounding neighbourhood 
could boast in the way of frail womanhood was there, and 
plump arms were wound tenderly and caressingly round the 
men’s necks. Pourtois, having set his ball going and done 
the honours to the authorities, now came back with greedy 
joy to the customers who were swelling his receipts, and, 
giving full vent to bis mirth, cried in his shrill voice : 

“Enjoy yourselves, my boys, enjoy yourselves! Once the 
fair over, you won’t have another chance until next year. 
Now's the day when you open your mouths and I shut my 
eyes |” 

And cousin Anastase, the slater of La Nenville, taking the 
inn-keeper’s words literally, caught the silent, nut-brown 
Madame Pourtois behind some shrubs and gave her a hearty 
kiss without the least resistance on her part. 

Robert went on his way and had almost reached the ball- 
room when he heard someone calling to him from an arbour 
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where the Chinese lanterns had been put out. I]lunvined 
only by the flame from an immense bowl of punch, 
Messieurs @’Edennemare, de Saint André and some more of 
the young count’s friends were seated round a little table. 

“All the ladies are gone. Don’t go in to the tent, it is 
stifling.” 

“T have still something to do there.” 

“Tf you are looking for the mayor and his son they have 
just left.” 

“Never mind, I mean to show myself so that all the 
rabble who stand up for Carvajan may be well aware I don't 
mean to give way an inch.” 

“Ob, my dear fellow, they know that already. Come 
and sit down with us.” ; 

But Robert was already inside the tent, 

The aspect of the ball had materially changed within the 
last few moments. The departure of the “quality ” as the 
chdtelains were termed, had put an end to all restraint, and 
how every one was enjoying himself in the way he thought best, 
The couples had thrown aside their affected propriety, arms 
were held tightly round yielding waists, and the orchestra 
itself, as if infected with the general entrain, played quicker 
and quicker and louder and louder as if it were a struggle 
as to which would win the day—the lungs of the musicians 
or the legs of the dancers. 

The young count sought vainly for Carvajan and Pascal, 
As his friends had told him, they had left the place. The 
sub-prefect, thinking that he had made sufficient sacrifice to 
his popularity, had also gone back to La Neuville, accom- 
panied by the commissaire central and the captain of the 
gendarmerie. Robert walked slowly round the tent, passing 
in and out among the different groups, and finding a delight 
in boldly meeting the glances of all. The ascendant atill 
exercised by the Clairefont family, in spite of its well known 
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went*by, and, as Carzajan was not there to see, people be- 
stowed their best smiles upon his opponent. 

After all, how could any one tell what might happen? 
Several times, during the last few years, the marquis 
had been said to be on the eve of utter ruin, and, yet, 
he was still afloat. It was as well to leave a way of 
escape, in case this tiresome old man, who died so hard, 
should yet find a means of getting out of the banker’s 
clutches. 

And besides, Fleury and Tondeur, Carvajan’a faithful 
followers, were setting the example, and were out-doing 
themselves in polite attentions to the young count, and it 
was in the full enjoyment of this false triumph that 
Robert’s friends found him, when they returned to the 
ball-room to carry out their plans of dancing a little with 
the pretty peasants. 

A sort of local bourrdée, quick and lively as a farandole, 
was just drawing to an end, and amongst the maddest 
dancers Roussot was distinguishing himself by the wild 
fury with which he bounded and leapt. He had persuaded 
tose to dance it with him, and he was carrying her along 
as if she were a feather, while his supple body swayed, and 
his strong pliant limbs bent flexibly beneath him. He 
whirled round and round, leaping and springing regardless 
of all time or rhythm, with pale cheeks, gleaming eyes, and 
clenched teeth, while in the intoxication of this totally 
novel pleasure the muscles of his face contrasted until he 
looked startlingly horrible. . 

Rose, dazed by thé rapidity of her partner's movements 
and the furious bursts of music, let herself go, and Jay hal’ 
fainting with her head on Roussot’s shoulder as he hurried 
her e ohg, at once superb and terrible. 

Tondeur, mounted on n a stool, his face flushed by many 
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whip he was never without, stimulating by his ‘cries. the 
wild excitement. 

“Stick to it, boys! Stick to it! Don’t give in, my dears ! 
That’s right, that’s right ! Keep it up!” 

Gradually the breathing became heavier, the fect lost 
their lightness, and the music grew slower and slower until 
the instruments ceased to play, and with a sigh of relief the 
couples stopped and threw themselves on to the benches 
like a ship-wrecked crew reaching the land. The shepherd 
alone still continued his wild career, holding Rose as 
tightly as ever, and apparently indefatigable. 

“Isn't he mad on it?” cried Tondeur, springing down 
from his pedestal. “ He won't stop. He’d go on like that 
until this time to-morrow.” 

But, even as he was speaking, Robert caught Rose as she 

~ passed, snatched her from her partner's arms and placed 
her nearly fainting on a chair. The shepherd stopped 
short and came back to Rose with a smothered growl. 

“ He doesn't like it!” exclaimed Tondeur, laughing till 
he nearly choked himself. “ He's going to try and get her 
again.” ? 

The young count only frowned and said to Roussot in a 
low voice ; 

“Come, that’s enough. Off with you! Go and look 
after your sheep.” 

But the fellow did not seem inclined to obey, and obsti- 
nately remained standing before his partner. Robert, aa 
easily as he might have filliped a caterpillar from a flower, 
gave him a back-handed blow which sent him reeling into 
the garden. : 

“Ah,” sighed Rose, opening her eyes, “I nearly lost 
my breath altogether.” 

“Have a little punch, and it will all go off,” said the 
young count gaily. 
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strofig things. I’ve had too many blows from father when 
he’s been drinking. Besides I must see about going home.” 

“Have you had enough dancing ?” 

“My word, it’s too hot to dance now.” 

The band began playing a quadrille and the couples 
moved to their places. Robert, leaving his friends, went 
out with Rose and took her to a dark arbour, where they 
were practically alone amidst all the merry-making. No 
one paid any attention to them, for none of these tipsy men 
had eyes for anything but their glasses, or ears for any one 
but Chassevent who was still singing. For some minutes 
the two sat in silence, listening to the noisy shouts which 
followed each couplet. Robert had drawn very close to 
Rose, and gradually his arm stole round her waist. She 
offered no resistance to the embrace: she seemed lost in 
dreams, she who was generally as lively and merry as a 
bird. Suddenly she shivered and then tied the scarf she 
had brought with her, over her head. 

“T feel quite cold,” she said. 

“Your throat is bare. You should be more careful,” and 
Robert took from his pocket a pretty blue silk handkerchief, 
bordered with red, and gave it to her. “See, here is some- 
thing to put round your neck,” he said. 

She gave a little exclamation of delight as her fingers 
touched the soft material. 

“That is kind of you,” she said. “ But do not let us 
stay here amongst all this noise and drinking.” 

“Come along then,” replied Robert.” And rising, he 
stood aside for her to pass him and leave the garden. Be- 
hind them, agile and noiseless, crept Roussot. 

A few yards away from the inn, they paused beside the 
road which wound upwards towards the Great Marl-Pit. 
Pourtois’s tavern, the illuminated thickets and the lighted 


ball-room flared through the trees, but the clamour of the 
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softened and more faint. In the transparent darkness of 
the night confused forms could be discerned becoming more 
clearly defined as they drew nearer. They were people 
from La Saucelle and Couvrechamps, who, having to rige 
early, were going home before the ball broke up. 

“Hallo, Rose,” said a bantering voice, “you won't be 
robbed going home with such a brave gentleman to take 
care of you.” 

“Our young master is kind enough to go with me as 
far a$*the Clairefont road,” replied the girl. ‘Is there such 
a lot of harm in that ?” 

“Oh no, gp the contrary. But don’t stop here, There is 
some nice soft grass as you go along the road.” 

Robert began to laugh, but Rose was vexed and stepped 
aside from him, 

“You hear? They are teasing me about you. It would 
be better for me to go home alone.” 

He took her by the arm, and putting his mouth quite 
close against her ear, whispered softly : 

“Stay with me, Rosette. We will have a talk about your 
father and the little house you would like.” 

They left the high road and turned into a path which 
went zig-zag up the hill until it reached the plateau. 
Roussot was still following them, with springy, cat-like 
steps, and not the dislodgment of a loose stone or the 
rustle of a branch betrayed his presence. Rose and Robert 
walked slowly along the little path which was so narrow 
that they were forced to press very close to one another. 
The moon had not yet risen, and the stars were good- 
natured enough not to shed much light. Now, they had 
their arms about each other as they walked yet slower 
than before, inhaling as they moved, the exquisite perfume 
of the flowering gorse which the freshness of the night 
made still more odorous than i in | the day time. _ Every now « 
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kisseg, and in the shadow, jealous custodian of the caress- 
ing harmony, rose a smothered growl like that of a wounded 
beast grinding his threatening teeth. 

Ou and on they went with lingering steps, given up to 
the enjoyment of this blissful hour passéd amidst the great 
peacefulness above, beneath and around them. The noise 
of the féte was now Lut a vague murmar in their ears, and, 
swayed by the power of the poetry which rose from the 
perfumed earth, and fell (rom the glittering sky above, they 
pressed each other in a still closer and longer embrace, 
And, more sad, more irritated, more jealous moaned the 
voice of the mysterious watcher in the shadows. 

The path was not long, and as a rule took St more than 
a quarter of an hour to climb, but perhaps to Rose and 
Robert it made itself more winding, and more steep, for 
long after they had turned into it they were still there, 
Several times had the clock at Clairefont rung out its deep 
strokes upon the silence. Towards the east the sky had 
begun to whiten, and it must have been nearly three 
o'clock in the morning when the pair came out near the 
Great Marl-Pit, at the corner of the Couvrechamps 
woods, 

“ Now let me go,” said Rose, gently. “It is quite time I 
was home.” 

“‘ Where shall I see you again?” 

“You will be able to find me easily enough if the fancy 
takes you to come and talk to me,” replied the girl, mis- 
chievously. “But that is not very likely, for you are go 
fickle.” 

“You do not mean what you say?” 

“Oh, yes, I do.” & 

He caught her round the waist and raising her till her . 
face was level with his own, kissed her on the lips, 

“Please leave me a little mouth for to-morrow,” she said, 
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He put her down again, and, as if he could hardly anake 
up his mind to leave her, asked : 

“Why will you not let me see yon home?” 

“What, so that some one might see you with me, and 
set the whole neighbourhood chattering? No, thank yon. 
You go your way, and I'll go mine, Good-night, or rather 
good-morning.” : 

They parted and turned away, one towards Couvrechamps 
the other towards Clairefont, At the turning of the road, 
Robert stopped and looked back, but the night was very 
dark, aad he could no longer see his pretty sweetheart, 
Then he hastened home and was soon at the little park gate. 

Rose bad run quickly off along the fir-bordered path, 
thinking with a smile of the promises the young count had 
made and sealed with kisses. Suddenly she started. She 
fancied she heard footsteps behind her in the black 
shadow of the trees. She was not a nervous girl ; but for 
all that, her heart beat faster and a little perspiration broke 
out on her forehead at the thought. She hastened her 
steps, straining her ears to catch all the vague sounds of 
night, and again she heard a sharp crackling noise like that 
of a dead branch trodden by a human foot. 

She was then passing the white slopes opposite the 
abandoned sheds which stood above the chalk-pits. To her 
frightened eyes, the familiar place assumed a fantastic 
appearance and became peopled with horrid spectres, The 
trees overhead seemed thicker and darker. She began to 
run, But as she started, some terrible being bounded out 
upon her, seized her in its arms and with a demoniacal, 
mocking laugh, carried her in amongst the trees. She had 
strength enough to give two piercing shrieks of ‘Robert ! 
Robert !” then a hand was roughly placed upon her mouth 
and she fainted from terror. 

At that moment, two men were following the short ent 
-where Rose and Robert had lingered so long. The one was 
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continually stumbling over the stones, the other was doing 
his best to prevent his companion falling. 

“It beats me why the pebbles are so big this evening, 
sacrédié,” said Chassevent’s hoarse voice. 

“Eh, my boy, it’s that you don’t raise your feet as high 
as usual,” replied Pourtois’s shrill tones, 

“And yet I didn’t tire myself dancing.” 

“No; but you pretty well rinsed your throat.” 

“And you blame me for it, you ungrateful fellow? Do 
you think that if I hadn’t bawled so loud to amuse your 
customers, I should have had such a thirst on me, or you 
such a full till?” i 

“Granted, old boy. And so to show you how obliged I 
am, I have come a Jittle way with you to see that you don’t 
fall down some chalk-pit.” 

“All right,” growled the drunken old poacher; “if you 
have only disturbed yourself out of precaution and not 
from friendship, you can go home again—especially as your 
wife is alone with Anastase, Now, don’t persist, because I 
don’t want you. The tighter I am, the better I can find 
my way.” 

And in spite of his unsteady legs, he walked straight on, 
outstripping the inn-keeper who puffed after him like a 
porpoise. They had reached the road to Couvrechamps, 
when Pourtois said ; 

“Let's have a minute’s breathing-time, then I'll say good- 
bye and go home.” 

They seated themselves on the edge of a ditch, and from 
sheer habit, Chassevent hid himself behind a bush. He 
took a pipe from his pocket, filled it, and was just com- 
mencing to enjoy it, when his attention was attracted by a 
quick step on the road. He at once drew his companion 
down amongst the sorse and peerine into the darkness with 
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‘Where the dickens can he be coming from? He must 
have gone for a stroll before going home—followed a girl, I 
suppose. My girl, perhaps—he’s been hanging round her 
_ for some time. Well, then he shouldn’t hinder me in my 
pursuits. By the way, this is the very time to set some 
snares ; suppose I do? I’ve got the things about me.” 

He fumbled inside his blouse and drew out a coil of wire, 

“Wait a minute,” said Pourtois, rising ; “I’m not going 
to be mixed up in that. I don’t want to make the acquaint- 
ance of the Judge of Assizes. Run your own neck into the 
noose by all means, if you choose, old boy, but V’d rather 
keep mine out of it.” 

But before the burly inn-keeper could take a step, a 
piercing shriek which froze him to the earth, rang in his 
ears: then twice he heard a name repeated with an inde- 
scribable expression of agonized terror: “‘ Robert ! Robert?” 

“What's that?” exclaimed Chassevent, scizing the inn- 
keeper’s arm. 

“It sounds like some one being murdered,” gasped 
Pourtois, whose teeth were chattering with fear, 

“ Sacrédié / We must go and see. There are two of us 
and we won't let a poor wretch be killed without going to 
his help.” 

“ Chassevent, don’t let us go,” implored the other. “It’s 
by the Great Marl-Pit.” 

“Eh! if it’s by hell, I’m going,” replied the poacher, now 
completely sobered. 

He started off, and Pourtois, terrified, but preferring to 
follow hira rather than stay alone, stumbled after him 
through the gorse. Chassevent, with .a hunter's instinct, 
made straight for the place whence the ery had come and 
hurried in and out among the bushes without makiug one 
false step. He ran on thus about a hundred yards, with 
the inn-keeper always in the rear, avoiding with marvellous 
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covered. ‘Then he stopped to listen, holding his panting 
breath. In a hollow a little way ahead, groans could still 
be heard, and without a word the poacher sét off again, 
deadening the sound of his steps as much as necould, But 
in spite of his precaution, his approach was heard, for a con- 
fused form started up like a frightened stag, and bounded 
up the sloping side of the valley. 

“We shall lose him! We shall lose him ! Hi, after hin, 
Pourtois! After him!” cried Chassevent, stimulating his 
companion to the chase, as he might have done his 
dogs. 

Recognising the poacher’s voice, the fugitive suddenly 
stopped. He stooped down as if he were placing on the 
ground a burden of which he wished to disencumber himself; 
then no longer hampered in his movements, he bounded on 
again with increased fleetness of foot, reanhed the plateau 
and disappeared 
“We've lost him!” cried Cliaisi vant “But he's left 
something behind. Let’s see what it is.” 

In a few moments they stood beside an old excavation in 
which the gorse had sprung up again. At the bottom lay a 
white form. 

“Tt looks almost like a woman!” exclaimed Pourtois, 
who was streaming with perspiration, in a terror-stricken_ 
voice. 

“Tam going down,” said Chassevent. And clinging to 
the protruding branches, making a foothold of the stones, 
he scrambled to the bottom. He knelt down, stooped over 
the form, then, gpringing back with a hoarse cry : 

“It’s my girl!” he yelled. 

At these startling words, Pourtois found wings. Half 
jumping, half sliding, he rejoined his friend, seized the 
inanimate Rose in his arms, raised her head, and without 
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The poacher at once drew forth a tallow candle and some 
matches, and they were able to see. 

The two men bending over the woman in thig dark 
cavity, by the glow of the tiny light, formed a weird sigiit. 
Rose, whose face was livid, whose lips were black, and eyes 
glazed, had her scarf tied tightly round her neck like a cord, 
Pourtois, with some difficulty, unfastened it. Then a deep 
sigh escaped the poor girl’s lips, her eyes quivered with a 
horrible expression of agony, then closed. She threw up 
her arms and fell back lifeless. 

“Great God! She is dead!” said the inn-keeper, 

“Oh!” yelled Chassevent, “My child, my little Rose ! 
Who has done the deed ?” : 

He struck his forehead with his hand, then with an ex- 
pression of concentrated and indescribable hatred, muttered; 

“Tt can only be that scoundrel Clairefont! He was 
there—he did it. Oh! the brute!” 

“What are you talking about?” cried Pourtois, “You 
must be going mad, You know very well that we saw 
-Monsieur Robert going home before we heard the shrieks.” 

“Tt was him! It was him!” returned Chassevent with 
increasing fury. “Oh, to take my child from me! But 
Tl have revenge. He shall know the worth of sucha dear, 
sweet child as she was!” 

“Oh, well, first of all, let's see if we can’t do anything for 
her. My house is close at hand. Let’s take her there.” 

They raised the poor girl, whose hands were fast becoming 
cold and stiff, and wended their way slowly back to the inn 
in the twilight of the dawning day. 
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CHAPTER VII. 


Tr was only seven o'clock in the morning, but Carvajan in 
adherence to his habit of early rising, had been for some time 
pacing up and down his office like a bear in its cage. Silence 
still reigned over the town, which was wrapped in slumber 
after the féte. The sun was climbing higher and higher in 
the heavens. One ray had even found its way down be- 
tween the high houses into the narrow street, ang after 
turning the panes of the office window into gold, lay in a 
Tuminous:line upon the floor. The tiny atoms of dust 
danced like winged fairies in the golden streak, but despite 
the warm happy brightness, Carvajan’s face was dark and 
gloomy and in his mind he was ruminating bitter and re- 
vengeful thoughts. 

At the very moment that he thought success was near, 
and that he had but to extend his hand to grasp the reward 
of thirty years’ hard struggle, all these unexpected incidents 
came to sweep him back. To hold his enemies in his hand, 
to have but to close it to crush them and yet to feel again 
their teeth close upon his flesh more tightly even than 
before ! 

At the very moment when he expected to gain the 
vietory over Pascal’s affections by showing him the whole 
neighbourhood cringing as one man at the feet of its ruler, 
lis triumph was changed into humiliation, and the one 
whom he had wanted to win by gratifying his pride, was 
forced to endure the most cruel of insults. 
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years, this same fair of Saint Firmin had pitted Claizefont 
against Carvajan. And, as if the children were hurled 
against each other by a fatal destiny, it was Robert now 
who insulted Paseal. A decisive blow must and should be 
struck, a blow which would exterminate the whole hateful 
breed. 

In former days Gatelier’s shopman was not equally 
matched against Honoré. Now the position was reversed, 
and it was Carvajan who was the stronger. He had in his 
strong box a neatly tied packet of summonses, judgments, 
and distress-warrants, which conld be at once enforced in 
default of immediate payment of a sum of a hundred and 
sixty thousand francs, representing the capital lent and its 
accumulated interest. The marquis was bound either to 
pay or to resign himself to being turned out of his home. 

» At last this Clairefont would be seen upon the highway with 
his bundle on his shoulders, like a beggar ! 

In the solitude of his office, Carvajan began to laugh. He 
went to a chest, opened it and brought to light the safe 
which in the imagination of the inhabitants of La N suville 
contained so fabulous an amount of wealth. 

The banker drew a small key from his breast-pocket, un- 
fastened the intricate lock, and the iron door rolled heavily 
baek on its well-oiled hinges. But the safe was destitute of 
the vast sums which popular imagination was pleased to 
commit to its care. There were only a few rolls of gold, a 
cheque-book and some bundles of papers of different colours. 
Carvajan took out one of these last, which bore the name 
of Clairefout written in large letters, and a slowly looks 
ing through it. 

As he did so his face lighted up with a terrible joy. His 
fingers touched the paper with a little dry sound, crumpling 
it and handling it roughly as if it had been the flesh of the 
marquis himself. And, as he stood turning the pages of 
these legal documents. the bauker seemed like an inanisitar 
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polishing gnd sharpening his instruments of torture to in 
erease his victim’s agony. 

A light rap at the door interrupted him in the midst of 
his delicious occupation. He glanced suspiciously at the 
-door and quickly closed his safe. Then he went over to’his 
desk and called out : 

“Come in !” ; 

“It is I, master. Please forgive me if I am disturbing 
you,” said Fleury’s voice, while his hideous head appeared in 
the opening of the door. Then he entered the room, and 
Carvajan on glancing at him saw that he looked so strange, . 
that without leaving him time to speak a word, he ex- 
claimed: 

“What is the matter?” ° 

“Something very serious. Half an hour ago, I was 
awakened by Chassevent and Pourtois who told me— but 7 
at once dressed and burricd here,” he broke off, “for 1 
thought thatyou ought, as always, to be the first to know 

“Of what?” sharply interrupted the banker, to whont , 
Fleury’s circumlocution was causing unspeakable suspense, — 
He feared that his son and Robert de Clairefont had fought 
secretly that morning. ‘‘ Will you speak out, you block- 
head?” 

“Well, then—little Rose Chassevent was killed last night 
close to the Great Marl-Pit.” 

“Killed!” exclaimed the mayor, suddenly regaining all 
his equanimity. ‘How? By some accident?” 

“Tt was a crime!” replied Fleury in stifled tones. “Her 
father and Pourtois found her lying at the bottom of a . 
hollow, strangled, after they had chased. her murderer for a 
few minutes.” 

“Chased him! Was he carrying her away then?” 

“He was running amongst the gorse that grows on the 
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“And he escaped them? He must be someone, possessed 
of exceptional strength.” 

Fleury’s eyes caught the mayor's, and in them the clerk 
read an idea so terrible, that be turned a little paler and 
drew his shoulders together with a shudder. 

“Ah,” said Carvajan in a voice which was startling in its 
intensity. ‘This affair must be looked into and pretty 
quickly too. Has the magistrate becn told? It is a case 
for him. What a strange thing to happen, Fleury, my boy ! 
She was pretty, this girl, Tt must have been some sweet- 
heart who did it.” = 

“That's what Chassevent says.” 

“Ah, he says so, does he, the old rogne! Where is he? 
I should like to speak to him?” 

“T left him in the street. I thought [ had better see 
you first, before bringing him in.” 

*"Carvajan hurried out to the hall. Outside the door be 
coy, hear a murmuring sound which was sometimes 
drowned by a loud clamour of yoices. The mayor threw 

* open the door. There, in the midst of a crowd of neighbours 
who were excitedly making all sorts of comments to cach 
other, seated on the kerb stone was Chassevent, still more 
drunk than he had been the previous night, alternately 
lamenting and threatening. 

“My poor child!” he howled, blinking his tearless eyes. 
“She was so pretty—she was so kind to her old father. And 
they’ve killed her, the wretches! So merry—so good- 
natured! Ah, the scoundrels! They bore me a grudge, 
that was the reason! Everyone knows how they treated 
me. It all comes of my friendship for our dear good 
Mr. Mayer—God bless him! Ah, there’s more in this 
business than you'd think — yes, there is! Oh, the 
rascals! But I sha’n’t let the matter rest! No one has the 
right to deprive a poor man of the consolation of his old 


age |” 
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In’ vain did Pourtois—who felt most embarrassed amidst 
all these inquisitive people who were harassing him with 
questions he dared not answer —try to make the tipsy old 
man hold his tongue, Chassevent yelled like a stuck pig and 
rolled about on his stone like anyone in a fit of epilepsy. 
However, when he saw Carvajan appear on the scene, he 
suddenly became much calmer and bowing as if he were 
going to prostrate himself on the pavement: 

“Ah, here is our protector!” he exclaimed. ‘Oh, 
Mr. Mayor, take pity on a poor old man who cannot hope 
for justice unless you give him your help. Oh, Holy 
Mary, what a misfortune! The child was so well yesterday 
evening! And danced like a queen!” 

And again he commenced to howl and writhe. 

“Come, Chassevent, be quiet,” said the mayor sternly. 
“Tt's no good raising the whole neighbourhood. Pourtois, take 
him into my office. As for you, my good people, go home 
again and don’t take any notice of what that Haake 
has been saying—~he is mad with grief. The judge will ind 
out the truth of the matter.” ; 

. And, leaving his auditors under the influence of this well- 
calculated moderation, he hastened to rejoin Chassevent and 
Pourtois. 

» Leaning his back against the mantelpicce in his office 
Carvajan gazed coldly at the poacher and asked him stiffly : 

“Whom do you accuse? For, if 1 understand you aright, 
you are accusing some one.” 

And as the old scoundrel opened his mouth to reply : 

“Be careful of what you say,” he added. “You are 
speaking to a magistrate.” 

“It would be all the same if I were speaking to our Lord 
Himself,” returned Chassevent. “The young gentleman 
from the chfteau passed close by us only a minute before 
the thing happened—” : 

“Chassevent, you know very well that he was not going 
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in that direction,” interposed Pourtois in grief-stricken 
tones. ; 

“What is there to prove that he did not turn back by 
some by-way the instant after?” exclaimed the poacher 
violently. ‘Besides, you didn’t see him—you were lying 
on your back, and you are so big that he might have seen 
you from the road.” 

“Were you afraid of being scen then?” asked Carvajan. 
“What were you doing?” 

“Nothing at all,” returned the old vagabond sullenly, 
“But every man has his own ways, and for my part I don’t 
like running across people at night. There are so many 
bad ones about.” 

“So you wish me to understand that it might have been 
Monsieur Robert who—” 

Carvajan dared not complete the sentence, A flush 
mounted to his pale cheeks, and turning a wild look towards 
thegpoacher, as if he feared the latter would retract his ac- 
cugation, he said ; 

“Consider well the importance of such a statement,” 

“Eh, do you think I’m going to mince my words? Be- 
sides, he was not seen only by us. The Tubeufs from 
Couvrechamps spoke to him at the corner of the little path 
by the Great Marl-Pit, just after they left the ball, and he 
was with the poor child then. Oh, what a wicked thing to 
do! <A poor, pretty, little thing like her! Who had never 
done any harm to anyone—on the contrary, who was always 
kind to everybody! Oh dear! Oh dear!” 

“Don’t shout like that,” said Carvajan coldly. “There 
are no strangers here to listen to you, and you are wasting 
your breath and deafening us for nothing.” 

The poacher abruptly ceased his lamentations and gazed 
submissively at the man who read him so truly. 
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to which he so often gives way, you might very probably, by 
bringing a civil action against him, get about twenty thou- 
sand francs damages ?” 

At these words Chassevent’s eyes looked as if they would 
start out of his head. All his drunken stupidity disappeared 
as if he had swallowed some magic draught, and he became 
collected and cold as stone, 

“You think, Mr. Mayor,” he asked softly, “that if 
T could make a good case I should be able to get a good 
round sum ?” 

“T am sure of it.” 

“Twenty thousand francs! Oh, if you would only help 
me with your advice in this affair, I should be dead certain 
to get out of it with the bread of my old age assured to me, 
my dear, good Mr. Mayor.” 

“Zt is my duty to help you. You know that I have 
always protected the weak against the strong.” 

“Then they are dished!” cried the wretched old man 
with mad delight. He made a gesture of triumph; he 
could have danced with glee. 

“But, Chassevent,” put in Pourtois, who was in a state 
of utter consternation, “ you know very well that the child 
called out: ‘Robert! Robert!’ Therefore it can’t have 
Leen he who was holding her.” 

“4 She was screaming ‘Robert!’ as anyone might ery, 
‘Murder !’” broke in Chassevent, angrily. ‘* What is it to 
do with you, you great idiot? Do you think any trust can be 
put in what you say? You were so upset that you didn’t 
know what you heard or what you saw. Twenty thousand 
francs! Of course it was that wheedling, bribing scoundrel ! 
Who else should it be? Who else would be strong enough to 
run at full speed up the valley with a woman on his back ? 
Twenty thousand francs! I tell you it was him! And if 
anyone pretends the contrary, he'll have me to deal with !” 

And the poacher turned so sinister a face to the nnhanne 
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inn-keeper, that the latter heaved a deep sigh and resigned 
himself to silence. 

Carvajau turned to Pourtois 

“Eb! eh! my man!” he said. “This will be a greater 
help to us than all the marquis’s stupidity, How can the 
Clairefonts remain in the province after such a scandal ? 
Lm pretty sure that Madame Pourtois will find herself the 
possessor of those twenty acres of meadow-land behind the 
inn before three months are over. You must tell her to 
come and have a chat with me about the little arrange- 
ments we shall have to make. She'll understand what I 
think best. She’s no fool—fortunately, for one can do no- 
thing for fools.” 

And the glance, with which these words were accom- 
panied, was so threatening that Pourtois was terrified. Hig 
‘rosy shining face turned an ashen grey, his little eyes 
sank still deeper into his fat cheeks, and with an air of utter 
dejection, he let his arms fall loosely beside his huge body. 

Just then Fleury rushed in quite out of breath. 

“It’s all going splendidly,” he announced. “ I’ve stirred 
up the police, and, by the way, boys, you’d better make 
haste back to the inn. There are some things there that 
leave no room for doubt, and, mind—no one is to touch 
them.” 

Chassevent was already making for the front door, pushing 
Pourtois on before him, with the eagerness of a miser who 
fears for the safety of his treasure. When he reached the 
deserted street, he stopped, and pressing his companion’s 
hand as though he meant to crush it, said : 

“ Now let’s have no silliness, my boy. If you ever 
breathe one word to contradict what I say, Vil wring your 
neck like a chicken’s! And now we understand each other, 


let’s get on as fast as we can.” 
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paced the room a few minutes in silence, with head bowed 
on his chest. Then he paused abruptly and exclaimed + 

“T could never have wished for a better revenge! This 
insolent youth has attacked me and insulted my son, “Well 
then, I, in return, will send him as a prisoner to the 
assizes, where these Clairefonts will lose all—honour as well 
as fortune. There will be nothing left them, and I shall 
sce them on their knees at my door, imploring mercy.” 

“What have Pourtois and Chassevent told you?” asked 
Fleury. 

“ Pardieu, they have described the whole scene of the 
rourder, at which they assisted at a distance, Oh, Chasse- 
vent is ready to swear on his daughter’s grave that it was 
young Clairefont who killed her. He hopes to make twenty 
thousand francs out of the affair.” 

“Twenty thousand franes,” repeated Fleury with a 
horrible grin, “Why, for that sum he’d have killed the 
girl himself!” 

This ghastly jest met with no response from Carvajan, 
He only looked sternly at the clerk and said stiffly : 

“Tam very serious in what I am saying, and I wish those 
with me to be the same. I am convinced that Monsieur de 
Clairefont, who no doubt was intoxicated—a fact which will 
naturally acquit him of the charge of murder—committed 
the crime. If I thought him innocent I should of course 
take no further interest in the matter.” 

“T am sure it was he,” answered Fleury, acquiescing 
without the slightest hesitation. ‘And as I share your - 
views, I will go and see, in the interests of the innocent, 
that public opinion does not flow into the wrong channel.” 

He bowed very low, contorted his features into a hideous 
grimace and went out of the room. 

It was the last day of the fair, and the farmers, having 
glent off the effects of their last nicht’s drinking bout, were 
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last day of the market was dull and flat. The vest for 
business had gone off, and everyone’s chief desire was to go 
home. 

But this time, for a wonder, the market-place presented 
a scene of unwonted animation. Men and women were 
knotted together in little groups, where most excited con- 
versation was being carried on. Could it be’a rise or fall in 
flour or the price of sheep which gave rise to so much dis- 
cussion? Hardly, for the words most frequently uttered 
were the names “Clairefont” and “Chassevent,” and 
amidst the startled exclamations, the most passionate 
assertions and equally ardent denials were exchanged. 

Like some deadly contagion, the mischievous report 
which Fleury had originated lad already spread all through 
the town and would soon be circulating, altered and ex- 

- avgerated, throughout the canton, whence it would find its 
way to every town and hamlet in the department, poisoning 
the minds of all who heard it. Nothing could have been 
more calculated to foster and keep it alive than this 
assemblage of people from all parts of the district who 
would soon be scattered to their various homes whither 
they would bear with them the convictions and opinions sv 
skilfully instilled by the emissaries of Carvajan. 

At the Café du Commerce, Tondeur had just repeated, in 
the hearing of at least twenty people, the words he had 
heard at the laundry-window at Clairefont, when Robert 
was kissing Rose: ‘Don’t press me so tightly ; you are 
strong enough to squeeze me to death without ever meaning 
to do so.” And, amidst the smoke of pipes and the clinking 
of glasses, the timber-merchant proceeded to utter various 
hypocritical laments. What a pity it was! The count 
was such a kind, good-natured fellow! He certainly had 
not done it intentionally. ‘Tondeur, who knew him so well, 
would answer for that—but he was so strong! And with- 
out meanine to hurt the girl, you kuow—but he had more 
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" strength than he thought he had. He, Tondeur, had seeu 
him pull up young saplings by the root as anyone might 

*gather a violet! As they were romping together the girl 
had missed her footing—her father who was looking for her 
had come up with Pourtois, and not wishing to be caught, the 
young man had tried to hinder the little one from calling 
out. Ah, it was a terrible mishap! But as for being a 
crime—no, it certainly wasn’t that, 

But his audience thought that the timber merchant was 
too lenient by far and began to argue the matter with him 
with minds already somewhat prejudiced against the count, 
What! Not acrime? Then, pray, what was it? Was the 
girl dead, or was she not? Tondeur, put to confusion, was 
forced to own that she was. Still he continued his-defence, 
tanking a pleasure in bringing forward bad and illogical 
arguments. After all they were accusing Monsieur Robert, 
but was thero any positive proof that he was the cause of 
the accident? For the wood-merchant obstinately refuged 
to call it a crime, 

Were there any proofs? retorted the dissenters, warming 
to the subject as they argued. How about the silk hand- 
kerchief marked “ R, C.” that the girl had round her neck, 
and which uo one had seen her with at the ball? And the 
Tuboufs’ assertions? And the whole thing, in short? 
Anyone could see he was guilty. People must be wilfully 
blind to dare to say he was not. And thoy wondered 
Monsieur de Clairefont had not been arrested yet; if he 
had been a poor labouring man, he'd have been seen going 
through the town between two gendarmes long ago ! 

At that instant, a sert of low roar ran through the 
market-place which at once attracted all the disputants to 
the café windows. Robert had just turred the corner 
of the Rue du Marché in his gig with Monsieur 
de Croix-Mesni] wham he was driving tn tha raileac 
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and he drove slowly through the tumultuous throng, laugh+ 
ing and chatting with the baron. Behind him, like a living 
tide swept the mass of peasants and idlers, and a few crica 
of hatred were uttered like the desultory, impatient, first 
shots of a riot, : 

Robert turned round in astonishment and looked at all 
these people who were following bim. 

“He is going away! Do you see, he is going to get 
away!” he heard them say. 

He had not the slightest iden what it all meant, for at 
Clairefont they had heard uothing of what had happened 
during the night. The chateau was like a besieged fortress 
where no news ever reaches the garrison. The few servants 
never went into the village; the farms were some distance 
‘off; Rose was the only link with the outer world, and she, 
poor child, would never brighten the cold, quiet old house 
again with her merry song and laughter. Antoinette, who 
had so particularly told her to be punctual, the night be- 
fore, only thought with a smile when she did not make her 
appearance : 

“She must have stayed late dancing last night in spite of 
all her fine promises, and is staying in bed this morning.” 

When he reached the station, Robert, totally unconscious 
_of the attention bestowed on him by the gendarmes walking 
up and down before the entrance, jumped out of the gig, 
took down Monsieur de Croix-Mesnil’s bag, and telling a 
porter to hold his horse, went into the waiting-room. The 
gendarmes at once moved to the platform where they stood 
in readiness to keep the young count back if he tried to 
leave La Neuville. 

But the count himself was very far from suspecting what 
was going on. He was too deeply absorbed in his conversa- 
tion to notice the strict watch that was being kept upon 
him. When the train came in. he gave a last pressure of ~- 
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himself, 18ft the railway station and seated himself in the 
gig again. He had never before felt so sorry to see his 
friend go, and at the railway bridge he pulled up bis horse 
and waited for the train to pass. He saw a smiling face at 
the window, a hand was waved to him, then all disappeared 
round a curve in the line amidst a cloud of smoke, Then 
he went on his way again, wondering why he felt so 
depressed. : 

But Robert’s moods never lasted long the same, and his 
hearty nature soon reasserted itself. He put his horse at a 
trot and, deciding to go home through the better streets to 
avoid the blocks which had stopped him as he was coming, 
kept straight along the plane-tree walk which surrounds La 
Neuville. He was just leaving the ontskirts of the town, 
when, at the bottom of the hill at the summit of which stood 
Clairefont, he came upon a group of factory hands hanging 
round the door of the inn, listening to Chassevent, who was 
now so drunk he could hardly stand, and who was relating 
for the hundredth time his daughter's death, in thick spee-h 
and with many melodramatic additions. 7 

At the sight of Robert, a thrill of horror ran through the 
knot of men who huddled together in a hostile attitude. 
Encouraged by his companions’ threatening looks, the old 
vagabond staggered forward and trying to catch hold of the 
Morse’s bridle : 

“Here’s the murderer!” he stammered. “‘ Here he is ! 
Let us have revenge!” 

His unsteady hand had managed to seize one of the reins, _ 
but a sharp cut from the whip on his fingers made him very 
quickly drop it. He reeled back, howling, and, the end of 
the shaft catching his shoulder, he must inevitably 
have fallen under the wheel if the count had not leant 
down, caught hold of him and thrown him to the inn 
door. 

“Ah, after the daughter, he tries to kill the father!” 
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yelled the poacher. “Come to my aid, boys! * Let's take 
him and give him up to justice !” 

Jn a moment Robert was surrounded by meu with furious 
faces and hands raised to strike. Some women who had 
come to sce what was going on, began to utter piercing 
shrieks, and reinforcements were already hurrying down the 
Rue du Marché to the aid of the assailants. Chassevent, 
foaming with rage and drunkenness, returned to the charge 
and attempted to climb into the dog-cart. The count did 
not lose his presence of mind—he gave a sharp jerk to the 
reins which made the horse prance and rear, then, seizing : 
his whip, dealt the old poacher so terrible a blow with the 
butt end of it, that in spite of the thick cap and the ker- 

chief he wore on his head, he rolled over into the dust 
half-stunned. Just then Fleury’s head popped up beside 
- the gig, as suddenly as a Jack in the box. 

“What are you doing?” he shouted to: ete workmen. 
“ Pick up that man and go and wait for me.” 

Then standing on tiptoe and seizing Robert’s arm ; 

“ How imprudent of you! Do not brave popular indig- 
nation, but go, without an instant’s delay! I have just 
come from Clairefont—I meant to warn you, but now your 
aunt and sister know all and they'll tell you what is best 
to do,” 

« But what's it all about 7” asked the count beginning to 
feel # little uneasy. ©“ Are all these men mad?” 

The clerk looked sternly at the young man and replied 
with grave melancholy : 

“Little Rose was murdered last night, and you are 
accused of the crime. Don’t stop to argue—put yourself in 
some place of safety. Go away—that is the best thing 
to do.” 

“ But it’s infamous !” cried Robert. 

“For heaven’s sake, hurry home!” exclaimed Fleury. 
pointing to the crowds of people hastening up from all 


204 THE MARL-PIT MYSTERY. 


directions. And dealing the horse a sharp blow, he forced 
the count to leave the scene. 

Without troubling himself any further about the increas- 
ing uproar, the magistrate’s clerk hurried away to the 
mayor’s house in the Rue du Marché. It was now eleven 
o'clock and ever since early morning Carvajan’s emissaries 
had been making the most of their time. ‘The net round 
Robert de Clairefont was being drawn tighter and tighter 
every minute, and the more the unfortunate captive might 
try to struggle the closer would the meshes become, . 

Pascal, after a restless, sleepless night passed in bitter 
recollection of the painful incidents which had marked his 
return to La Neuville, had decided to finally settle the 
question of his departure with his father at once. He could 
no longer tolerate the idea of living in this place where 
everything must jar upon and pain him. He wished to go 
away, to return to the countries where not even an echo of 
the discords he was flying would reach him and where he 
would have the right to keep the faint, smiling image of the 
woman he adored enshrined in his memory as in a sanctuary 
consecrated to a secret worship. 

At luncheon time, he left his room and was about to go 
downstairs when on the landing he met the servant who 
was coming from the upper storey. 

“Ah, Monsieur Pascal,” she said to him with a shocked 
and sorrowful air, “have you heard the news? ‘The young 
gentleman at the chateau has murdered old Chassevent’s 
Rose.” 

Pascal stared at the girl wondering if she had gone mad, 
and she went ou: 

“Yes, my good sir. And the magistrate’s clerk is 
here in Monsieur Carvajan’s office, telling him how things 
are going in the town, for everything is turned upside 

- down.” 
To Pascal’s wavering eyes, the well of the staircase looked 
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like a black abyss at the bottom of which stood Cafvajan 
laughing a mocking, triumphant, devilish laugh. He turned 
giddy and clung to the wall to save himself from falling. 
He had at once recognised the hand of his father in this 
terrible thrust which followed so quickly the insult he had 
received. If Robert was accused, the accusation had come 
from Carvajan. There was a cold, numb feeling. all round 
his heart, His mind had conjured up the vision of Antoi- 
uette watching beside the deathbed of her father, dying of 
sorrow and despair. He remembered the sad presentiments 
he had had that first day as he stood at the door of Pourtois’s 
inn, below the terrace of Clairefont. The presage of misfor- 
tune was being realised. 

But had he not also dreamed that it was he who defended 
the forsaken girl and rescued her from her unhappy 

' fate? As he stood at the door of the chamber which had 
been his mother’s, he could hear again the voice of the 
dying woman as she murmured her last words; “Be good 
to your fellow creatures. You must always be good.” He 
turned in superstitious awe, as if he expected to see the 
dear form behind him. But he was alone, and bowing his 
‘head, as before a sovereign command, he whispered: “ Be 
eagy, my dear, lost mother. You shall be obeyed.” 

He had regained all his presence of mind, all his courage, 
and he felt ready to accomplish unheard-of tasks to vanquish 
and win. All the resolutions he had taken in the night 
were forgotten and his ideas were now following a totally 
different channel. He was no longer bound down to the 
detestable inaction which made him seem an accomplice in 
all the evil that was being done the Clairefont family. He 
was no longer condemned to sit still and look on. The 
chance was given him to throw himself into the battle and 
take his part in it. The whole night long, he had promised 
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remaif, and he found this change perfectly natural. Is not 
inconsistency love’s very logic? . 

He went into his father’s office with a smile on his face. 
As he entered, Fleury, who was talking excitedly, stopped 
abruptly with a look of embarrassment and squinted horribly 
at him out of his startled eyes. 

“Well,” burst out Carvajan, crossing over to his son, 
“they’ve got themselves into & pretty mess, these proud 
folks who are too grand to even stand opposite us!” 

“T have just heard all about it,” said Pascal. 

“ Well, and what do you say to it?” 7 

“What do the magistrates say to it?” returned the young 
man. 

“The magistrates are extraordinarily slow to express their 
opinion. They don’t know what to think between the 
proofs of the crime and the doubt which is the result of an 
honourable past. They are all for the aristocracy, at heart, 
and they don’t like to arrest the son of a marquis. Tiley 
have telegraphed to the Procureur-Général at Rouen, who, in 
his turn, will no doubt telegraph to the Garde des Sceaux. 
And all the time, the population here is in a state of fer- 
ment, and if Fleury had not happened to turn up just in 
the nick of time just now, the count would have been 
lynched by some workmen. ‘There is something being said 
about a demonstration to-morrow, and, as ] have just told 
the head of the police, if they don’t arrest my young lord 
by this evening, I won’t answer for the public peace of La 
Neuville.” 

“The best thing Monsieur Robert could do would he to 
go away while there is yet time,” said Fleury in oily tones. 
““Once he is away, everyone would be quiet. I tried to 
make the ladies at Clairefont understand this, but at the 
first word I said, Mademoiselle Antoinette stood up as pale 


as a ghost, and, looking at me as if she could kill me, cried: 
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know with whom this calumny originated ; we shall find nleans 
to prove the utter falsity of the charge!’ She was clearly 
referring to his worship, and perbaps a little to me. But 
I would not be discouraged, I insisted; I gave them 
to understand that the roughs of La Neuville, who were in 
a state of great excitement, might even make an attack on 
Clairefont. Then old Saint Maurice jumped up, looking as 
red as fire and swearing lik8 a trooper. ‘Let them come, 
that’s all!’ she said. ‘We have plenty of guns and they'll 
find that the women of this house are more than a match 
for men like them. Upstairs, in the lumber-room, there’s a 
little swivel-gun that used to be used for fireworks; I'll 
have it brought down in the hall and if anyone only touches 
the handle of our door, I'll give the whdle rabble a pepper- 
ing!’ And you would never believe how the old hag swore! 
But there, what’s the good of trying to make people see 
reason when they've got a tile loose? As for the marquis, 
heewas shut up in his tower like an owl, reading some 
wizard’s book or poisoning the air of the whole neighbour- 
hood with his chemicals. He wasn’t to be seen, or else,” 
perhaps, idiotic as he is, he could have better grasped the 
situation than that old lunatic let loose.” 

“But she does seem to understand it perfectly,” said 
Pascal, quietly, “and she stands up for her nepkew’s inno- 
cence against every one. As Mademoiselle de Clairefont 
very truly said, to go away would be to confess his guilt 
and no doubt the count has determined to defend himself. 
Perhaps he has substantial proofs of his innocenee—a good 
alibi would settle the matter at once. Who knows but 
what one will be forthcoming ?” 

“J defy him to bring one forward!” eried Carvajau 
losing all control over himself at his son’s opposition. 

“ Father, you cannot tell—-” 
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Tkey stood facing each other, the one speaking as firmly * 
as the other—Pascal, absolutely master of himself, and “bent 
upon knowing precisely what part his father was playing in 
the plot against Robert, Carvajan, overcome with rage, and 
ready to blazon forth all his hatred and delight. 

“No, no, of course not!” interposed Fleury in a con-, 
ciliating manner. “ Your father does not bring the ac- 
cusation ; why should he? -His worship is only con- 
cerned, as always, for the public good. We speak freely, 
and weigh the for and against before you, but you may be 
sure that if Monsieur Carvajan could hush up this affair 
he would do so at once. It is true that he is Monsieur de 
Clairefont’s enemy, and he is opposed to him on ‘both 
political and financial grounds, but to draw any atlvantage 
from such a terrible misfortune! There cannot surely be 
avy need for me to tell you he has not even thought of such 
a thing. Though, after all, would he not be within his 
rights if he had? Have his enemies ever hesitated tado 
their worst against him? You yourself had a proof ‘of 
that yesterday evening. If we can prove the innocence of 
this unhappy young man we shall do so, but unfortunately 
there is hardly any doubt of his guilt. It is the bottom 
step of the ladder that this family has been descending for 
thirty years. When I had the honour of meeting you for 
the first time, you had just witnessed one of those acts of 
violence peculiar and habitual to this young man. I told 
you then, little thinking to be so good a prophet, that you 
had arrived in time to assist at the last engagement of the © 
war between Monsieur de Clairefont and your father. Well, 
then, the combat is almost at an end; it is terminating 
amidst blood and mire.” 

“Of which we are not the cause,” roughly added 
Carvajan, whose nerves had been irritated by Fleury’s 
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“be “fond of them, and you'd see how much considerstion 
they’d show me if I were in their place.” 

He took his hat, and casting a meaning glance at 
Fleury added : 

“T am going as far as the mayoralty. Join me there ina 
short time.” 

“Twill go with you, father, if yon have no objection,” 
said Pascal, ‘I should like to see how things look in the 
town.” 

“Oh, are you getting iuterested in the case ? Well, come 
if you like. And who knows but what you may be able to 
throw some light upon it? It concerns your profession.” 

“If I find an opportunity of doing so, you may be sure I 
shall not ose it,” replied Pascal coldly. And he followed 
his father and Fleury into the street. 

‘After the first shock, the inmates of Clairefont had 
promptly set their wits to work to find out what had 
bettar be done, and Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice, Robert 
and Antoinette had held a council in the little drawing- 
room. Fleury’s assertions and the excitement in the streets 
had certainly some meaning in them. Old Bernard was 
sent to the farm for news, and brought back a confirmation 
of the report—Rose was dead, and Robert was accused of 
killing her. Between Aunt Isabella’s imprecations, and 
Antoinette’s terrible calmness, Robert experienced, one after 
another, the most opposite and contradictory sentiments, 
Sometimes he told: himself that the accusation against him 
must fall through of itselfand would have no result, and 
with a nervous laugh he promised himself ample revenge on 
those who had instigated the charge against him. Again, 
he would try to amass all the proofs he could give of 
his innocence, only to find to his horror that everything 
united to give him the appearance of guilt. He had 
reached home in the small hours of the moming, and had 


entered by the little door in the park, unseen by any one, 
oO 


210 7 THE MARL-PIT MYSTERY, . 


And he had spent the whole of the time which had elapsed 
between his departure from Pourtois’s inn, and his arrival at 
Clairefont in the path leading to the Great Marl-Pit. 
Peop'e had met him and spoken to him there, his presence 
was undeniable, 

And as he remembered the pleasant moments he had 
passed, that warm, fine night, with the pretty, laughing girl, 
his heart was torn with grief. Had he not involuntarily 
been the cause of the misfortune by keeping Rose so late 
when she had wanted to go home? He had only managed 
to make her stay by dint of much pleading and persuasion. 
“Let me go,” she had said. ‘ Your sister will be waiting 
for me to-morrow morning, and I shall have you to thank 
for a scolding. if you have still so much to say to me, you 
can come to the laundry window and we can talk as 1 
work.” When she had spoken thus, the roads were full of 
people. She would have gone back to Couvrechamps with 
them, and, instead of lying cold and still, she wouldnow * 
have been running briskly about, singing and laughing 
merrily. Tears sprang to his eyes at the thought, and the’ 
big, strong man began to sob like a child. 

The two women looked at him in terror, To give way in 
that manner he must have been terribly upset. A feeling 
of modesty froze the questions on Antoinette’s lips. What 
had passed between her brother and Rose? No doubt 
some love scene, begun at the ball and broken off for ever 
by the mad act of a jealous lover, and to learn the facts, 
and to arrive, perhaps, at the truth, it needed some one to 
question Robert, to draw an explanation from him. But 
there was Aunt jIsabella there to get at the root of the 
matter. She would not mind asking, and with her the 
young man would have no constraint in answering, and 
then they would know what line of defence would be best 
to take up. 

Tt was impossivle for the error uot to be very soon dis- 
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covered. Justice was clear-sighted and unprejudiced. 
Public opinion, the tide of which, so Fleury said, was 
tumed so furiously against Robert, had been misled by 
false statements, the propagator of which it was not difii- 
cult toguess. Carvajan’s hand was plainly recognisable in 
this work of hatred. He had been provoked, and he was 
taking his revenge. And the Clairefonts had but too good 
yeason to know with what deadly tenacity he clung to any 
scheme he took in hand. 

To the indignation of the first few moments, when 
Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice had exclaimed with superb 
pride: “ But it is impossible for suspicion to rest on a 
Clairefont!” had succeeded the vague terror engendered 
by ignorance—the terror of children who run away from 

_ the darkness their own imagination has filled with fearful 
phantoms. At the chateau, they knew nothing of what 
was going on outside, nor of what there was to fear. And 
thig ignorance was far worse to bear than would have been 
the knowledge of what they had to dread. Every fact was 
hidden in an obscurity which rendered futile all the efforts 
that might have been made. 

Their principal care was for the marquis to know 
nothing of what was going on. They could not bear the 
thought of the father hearing of the accusation against his 
son, and they were resolved to prevent the knowledge 
reaching him at any cost—the tranquillity of the aged man 
must be preserved before all. For thirty years his family 
had submitted to his despotism, and given way to his most 
unreasoning caprices—to do anything to save the marquis 
worry had been the watchword at Clairefont. His children 
and their aunt had alike conformed to this rule—Autoinette 
and Robert with a feeling of tender respect, and the old 
maid with fits of ill-temper only barely concealed. They 
had borne with all, even impending ruin, and now they 
would rather die than reveal the impending dishonour. 
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“We had better take the marquis to Saint Maurice,’ 
~ Aunt Isabella had said at once. 

But Antoinette, always able to see what was best even 
amidst the darkness of despair, had replied ; 

“He cannot be safer anywhere than at Clairefont. Shut 
up in his turret he might as well be a thousand miles away 
from. any one. It must be our care to see that no one 
gets in to see him. He never reads the paper, never goes 
out, and whatever may happen, he will remain in tranquil 
ignorance of it. If we should be absolutely compelled to 
tell him anything, we can at least choose our opportunity, 
and can judge how much we had better reveal.” 

And there in the little drawing-room on the ground floor 
with the windows opening on to the terrace, they all threc 
waited in an agony of suspense that was more intolerable 
than the evil itself, with ears intent upon the thousand 
rumours of the town, and eyes fixed upon the path leading 
up to Clairefont, which wound, dusty and white, amidst the 
verdure of the hill, 1t was by this path that the danger 
might come to them, and in Aunt Isabella’s eyes gleamed 
the desire of resistance she found it so difficult to restrain. 

The hours passed by, strengthening their courage as they 
fled. Was not this lapse of time a prvof of how baseless 
were their apprehensions? Surely if the law intended to 
take any steps in the matter, it would not be so long in 
putting itself into motion, Alas! They were unacquainted 
with the procedure of modern legislation. They never 
dreamed of the hesitation of the magistrates, the plotting 
of Carvajan, and the secret watching of the police. And so, 
like an animal caught in a snare from which he can find no 
issue, they waited in silent stillness, feeling alternately the 
maddest hope and the deepest despair. 

Every day, about four o’clock, when the heat had some- 
what subsided, the marquis was in the habit of coming 
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toinette would not have missed this walk for anythiitg in 
the world ; she always put on her hat beforehand, and when 
her father left his study he would find his pretty companion 
awaiting him, But to-day, in the fever of their anxiety, 
they had all forgotten the marquis. He entered and reached 
the middle of the drawing-room before either of them heard 
him, and, laying his hand on Antoinette’s shoulder ;~ 

“Well, must I come in search of my Antigone to-day 1” 
he asked smiling. 

They rose trembling to their feet. The appearance of the 
head of the family had increased the horror of the situation 
twofold, Robert was the firat to regain his presence of 
mind, 

“Ah, father, you are earlier than usual to-day. But it 
just happens right, for now we can all go out together, [I 
want you to take my arm instead of Antoinette’s, She will 
resign you to me for just this once, I know.” 

‘There was an accent of so profound a melancholy in the 
young man’s voice that Autoinette’s eyes filled with tears, 
‘Yo her it seemed that her brother was about to take his last 
walk in this beautiful park, where they had played when 
they were children, beside his father who was totally un- 
conscious of anything being wrong. She could not trust 
herself to speak, and acquiesced to Robert’s words by a 
bend of her head. 

The old father, leaning on Robert’s arm, was already 
going down the steps, talking as usual of the work with 
which he had occupied his day. Aunt Isabella, lingering 
behind, uttered a moan and pressed her handkerchief to her 
eyes, 

“‘ Antoinette,-I cannot live with such a weight upou my 
mind,” she sobbed. “No, it is more than I can bear, I 
feel I shall not get over such a dreadful shock, Robert, 
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did ¢squeeze the girl a little too hard, where was the 
harm?” | 

Antoinette turned pale, and darting a fiery glance at 
Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice : 

“Aunt? Can you for a moment admit—” 

“How do I know? His father did just the same when 
he was young, Only, in those times, the girls did not de- 
fend themselves so vigorously—or didn’t die of a squeeze.” 

“But he has given us his word that he knows nothing 
about this unhappy event !” 

“So he has! Ah, I am going mad! You know how I 
love the dear boy-~~more than I ought to, I’m afraid ; I 
would give all the rest of the family for him. But I am 
being well punished for my idolatry, for my suffering is 
awful. A hardened old woman like I am must have a 
terrible grief before she gives way as I am doing—my poor 
Robert! My dear boy! Oh dear! Oh dear!” 

And in a fit of utter despair, Aunt Isabella burst jnto 
sobs. Antoinette knelt down before her, put her arms 
" round her, and tried to comfort her. 

“No,” sobbed the old maid, “no! If they take him I 
will go too. [ will go to prison with him.” 

“ But, auntie, you can’t ; it’s impossible.” 

, “And why can’t I?” asked Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice 
becoming suddenly calm. “I have often been told that 
during the Terror my ancestors went together to La Force.” 

“But we are not under the Reign of Terror now,” replied 
Antoinette, unable to restrain a smile. 

“Indeed! And what do you calla reign when such an 
abominable thing as this can happen? Ah, it is the end of 
all ” 

“Come, auntie, we must go out to papa. ‘I'ry not to let 
him see that you have being crying.” 
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opening of the drawing-room door made them patise. , on 
the threshold stood old Bernard looking thoroughly scared. 

“What is the matter?” asked Antoinette aghast. 

“Monsicur Jousselin is here, mademoiselle,” stammered 
the faithful old servant. 

The hour they so much dreaded, and yet had secretly 
hoped to never see, had come. 

“Show him in, Oh, no, though; he might be seen from 
the garden.” 

The two women exchanged a frightened glance, and, mov- 
ing as in a dream, went out to the hall, where a stout man, 
dressed in black, was nervously fidgetting about. When he 
saw the ladies he took off his hat, and, with great deference, 
said to Antoinette ; 

“ Mademoiselle, I should like to speak a few minutes with 
your brother.” 

“He is now walking in the park with my father, sir, 
Must I call him?” 

%T should be very much obliged if yon would.” 

There was a deep silence. The police-officer hesitated to 
speak out before the lovely agitated girl. The other two 
had a question on their lips they dared not put into words, 
At length Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice could bear the 
uncertainty no longer. 

“Have you come to take him from us, sir?” she asked, 
with a terrible look. 

“Madame, my office imposes a painful duty upon me—” 

The old maid tolerated for once the “ Madame,” which, 
under any other circumstances, she would have sharply re- 
pudiated. 

“My dear sir,” she resumed with much feeling, “ you 
are, if I am not mistaken, the son of the Jousselin who 
used to bé my father’s agent at Saint Maurice. You are? 
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guilty—though do I necd to tell you that? What must be 
done for him to remain at liberty? If it is a question of 
money, it could be arranged—” 

‘The other made a movement of astonished denial. 

“There is no alternative but for Monsieur de Clairefont to 
come with me,” he said gently, for he was really sorry for 
the two women, “JI will show him every possible con- 
sideration in the execution of my duties—” 

“T want to entreat your consideration for my father, 
sir,” implored Antoinette. “Do not let him know of 
what is happening until my brother’s innucence is proved.” 

“Mademoiselle, you see that I have come in alone— 
my men are outside. If your brother wiil give me his 
word to follow me without resistance, we can go without 
any noise or scandal, By acting thus, I hope I am proving 
to you that I hare not forgotten what my family may have 
owed to yours.” 

Mademoiselle de Clairefont bowed her head. ‘ 

“T thank you, sir,” she said, “and I will answer for 
my brother. I will go and tell him. Auntie, you stay, 
You can speak to him here, without fear of being seen, be- 
fore he goes.” 

The old man and his son were just passing the window in 
their walk up and down the terrace. They were talking-— 
the marquis absorbed in the childish joy of explaining the 
experiment which was occupying his thoughts, and Robert 
trying te repress the burning tears which mounted from his 
heart to his eyes. It seemed to him that he was about to 
quit for ever all that surrounded him, and he Jooked at the 
house, the trees, the flowers, and the sky, which had never 
seemed so bright to him before, with unwonted affec- 
tion. Feelings, which he now knew for the first time, 


arose in his heart. He regretted his follies, “he blamed 
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atonement for it all, and regarding his misfortune gs the 
consequence of his misconduct, he accepted it as an ex- 
piation. 

He saw his sister coming, and at once noticed the look on 
her face. Without giving her time to speak, he asked 
anxiously : : 

“Have you come to take my place?” 

She sadly bent her head. 

“There is someone in the drawing-roora who wants to 
see you,” she suid. 

“T expect it is about some pleasure party,” said the mar- 
guis indulyently. ‘Go, my boy ; don’t keep your friend 
waiting.” 

The brother and sister shuddered at the terrible mistake. 
Robert put bis arms round his father and pressed his 
quivering lips to the old man’s white bair ; then he held out 
his hand to his sister, feeling that he dared not kiss her or he 
should break down. 

“Good-bye,” he said abruptly, and turning on his heel 
walked hurriedly away. 

Behind him the father and daughter continued their walk 
in silence now, as if the surrounding atmosphere had be- 
come impregnated with Antoinette’s grief and had in some 
strange way imparted a sudden melancholy to the old 
man’s heart. 

Having with great difficulty torn himself from Aunt 
Isabella’s tearful lamentations, Robert started to accompany 
Jousselin to Couvrechamps. The gendarmes had gone on in 
front and two detectives, disguised as tradesmen, followed 
about fifty paces behind. As they went along, the police- 
officer, under pretence of chatting, skilfully questioned his 
prisoner, and Robert, over-excited and, besides, having 
nothing to hide, gave a full account of his long-standing 
flirtations with Rose, the ball on Saint Firmin’s day, the 
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. 
separation at the road to Clairefont. They reached the 
very spot, as he was talking. 

“See, here’s where I left her,” he said. “I stood for a 
minute watching her till she had disappeared in the dark- 
ness, then I went on home. If I had only stopped a few 
moments longer, she would be living now.” 

A prolonged, mournful, strident wail, like the moaning of a 
beast in agony, interrupted his words. On the common, 
Roussot’s sheep were browsing on the scanty grass as usual, 
but the uncouth shepherd did not make his appearance to 
accompany, as was his wont, the passer-by with his modu- 
lated cries and the cracking of his whip. He had hidden 
himself, and in vain did Robert look round for him. Again 
the desolate cry was heard in the silence of the lonely place, 
and then the two men espied him lying on his face behind a 
huge botlder, his head buried in his hands, unconscious of 
all except his grief. 

“Poor fellow,” said Robert. ‘Rose was always kind ,to 
him, She did not rebuff him like all the farm people 
did, and he simply worshipped her. He has lost the one 
joy of his life.” F 

They went on, but still every now and then they heard 
at long intervals the tearful sullen moan. Soon they left 
the high road and turned to their left, and at the end of a 
green vista Couvrechamps came in sight. 

The village was in an unaccustomed state of excitement. 
As Robert and Jousselin approached the first houses of the 
little hamlet, some boys, who seemed to be on the look-out, 
broke into a shout of “Here they are!” and then took to 
their heels as if terror-stricken. The market-place was 
crowded—people had come over from La Neuville on pur- 
pose to see the son of the marquis go by between two police- 
men, and there was a murmur of disappointment when 
Robert was seen coming down the avenue of flowering lime- 
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“ And that’s what they call equality,” growled the wpoden- 
shoe maker from La Saucelle, an ultra-democrat, whose 
daughter Mademoiselle de Clairefont had nursed the year 
before when she was dying of typhoid fever. “If it had 
been a poor man, they'd have put the handcuffs on him.” 

“They'll let him go, you bet,” added a voice from the 
crowd. 

“ Quod isn’t meant for them.” 

“Only let us get hold of him!” 

The hands from the factories and saw-mills yelled and 
shouted, the crowd surged to and fro, some women uttered 
piercing shrieks as they caught up their children to save them 
from being trodden under foot, and Joussclin instinctively 
seized his prisoner’s arm, less to hold him than to offer him 
some protection. The mounted police, who were standing 
round Chassevent’s miserable hut, hastened to the rescue, 
and the most ardent of the malcontents recoiled before the 
yrancing horses, which were impatiently shaking their bits 
amidst the cloud of dust. 

“TI am sorry to have been the cause of any trouble to 
you,” said Robert to Jousselin with the utmost coolness. 
“ After all the good my family has done about here, I ex- 
pected a little more sympathy. Ah, though, I see the 
reason now,” he added with a bitter smile. 

He had just caught sight of Carvajan in the middle of a 
knot of men, talking to Tondeur. 

In the background and nearly hidden by the others, 
Pascal, trembling with emotion, was leaning against a 
garden-gate. There was a deep silence all around, Robert 
continued to move forward, his eyes fixed on the mayor, his 
head carried well up, and looking a little pale but very re- 
solute, and the young count scemed to increase in height 
as he walked thus amidst the menacing crowd. 

“ He’s plucky, anyway,” said a woman. * 

And this outspoken approbation went straight to Robert’s 
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overflowing heart. He had the comforting certainty of 
knowing that he was bravely facing the danger, and that 
others saw it. A flush of pride bespread his face and he 
looked around him undauntedly, but with no bravado, 

In the little garden of the hovel stood the examining magis- 
trate, listening-to the animated conversation of a man, whom 
Robert guessed to be an inspector of police, and Doetor 
Margueron, to whom no doubt had been given the task of 
the post-mortem examination. 

The door of the house was open and in the darkness of 
the room within—which was lighted but by one window 
around which climbed a white rose iree—the yellow gleam 
of the candles standing beside the dead girl’s body could be 
seen. . 

The young count breathed a heavy sigh as he looked. It 
was there that poor Rose was lying, silent and cold, sleep- 
ing her last sleep. He felt no terror at the thought of being 
confronted with the corpse—only an intense and tender 
pity. What had he to fear from the poor dead girl? The 
sight of her faco might move him to tears, but it could not 
inspire him with terror. If, by a miracle, she could have’ 
been raised from her bier and brought to life again, he knew 
that her first words would have been to proclaim his inino- 
cence. 

As he thought of the real murderer, of the man whom 
no one suspected, who, perhaps, was hiding amidst this 
surging throng and possibly had been the first to raise the cry 
of hatred, Robert passionately clenched his fists. Ah, if he 
ever held that man at his mercy, he would avenge at one 
and the same time the poor victim of the crime and himself. 
No doubt, he was some thief, who was for the time escaping 
justice, thanks to the error into which Carvajan’s boundless 
animosity had caused popular opinion and legal authorities 

“ to fall. Bat the frank, truthful explanations he—Robert— 
could give, would assuredly dissinate every danht weld 
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turn the attention of the police to another clue and pring 
about at once his own exculpation and the discovery of him 
who was really guilty. 

There was a movement amongst the group in the little 
garden. The examiuing magistrate had just gone into the 
house accompanied by his clerk, who carried a large portfolio 
under his arm. Jousselin touched Robert’s arm. 

“We must go inside,” he said, quietly. Then in a lower 
tone he added : “ They are going to confront you with the 
victim.” 

The good-natured police-officer dared not say openly to 
his prisoner: “ ‘Take care. Keep a strict watch over your 
words, your gestures, your looks.” But by the one word 
“confront,” he warned him of his danger and so prevented 
the natural shock which might have been mistaken for fear, 

“T am ready,” answered Robert. And going first, he 
stepped over the threshold. 

Stretched on her bed, beside which stood a lighted candle, 
white as marble save for the violet shadows round her 
temples, with her fair hair, to which still clung some of the 
gorse flowers, spread all around her, lay Rose, looking as if 
she slept. Death had not detracted from her beauty and 
her face was bright with the last sweet smile. On a table 
stood a copper bowl filled with holy water, into which the 
sprig of box which the poor girl had brought home the 
. last Palm Sunday had been carefully put. - Beside it lay the 
acarf with which Rose had covered her head that fatal 
evening, and the silk handkerchief Robert had given her to 
put round her neck, A sunbeam had found its way through 
the narrow window, and was casting its gleam upon the 
.eopper bowl] and crimsoning the woollen material of the scarf. 

Robert, as reverent as if he were in a holy place, stood 
near the door waiting. Carvajan had slipped in after him, 
far more agitated and anxious than the man” who was 
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“Monsieur de Clairefont,” said the magistrate in an ill- 
tempered voice, “approach the bed. You recognise this 
gil?” 

“Yes, sir,” answered the young man with quiet firm- 
ness, 

The magistrate signed to his clerk to take down the 
answers, and turning to the man whom Robert had taken 
for a, police-inspector : 

“ Show the traces of the murder,” he said. 

The man uncovered the dead girl’s chest, and on the 
pretty, rounded neck, which Robert could not look at with- 
out a lump coming’ into his throat, there appeared a deep, 
purple line. ‘Then the magistrate spoke to Monsieur 
Margueron, . 

“ Doctor, will you be good enough to state the result of 
your examination ?” 

It was evident that the kindly country doctor had never 
gone through such ascene before in his life, for he shuddered, 
made a startled gesture, and opened his mouth to speak 
without at first succeeding in uttering a word, so contracted 
was his throat from agitation. However, he recovered 
himself in a moment or two, and, like a stream too long pent 
up, poured forth a flood of explanations teeming with 
medical terms, from which it appeared that having been 
summoned to examine the body of the girl then lying before 
them, he had found violent ecchymosis at the base of the 
pharynx at the point of union with the trachea, which 
had been caused by pressure from a thick cord or hand- 
kerchief, which pressure had lasted about five or six minutes, 
that is to say, long enough to cause death from asphyxia. 
He had found no other trace of violence on the body, From. 
what he had learned from public rumour, he thought that 
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he had placed over her mouth had slipped down thg chin — 
to her neck, and that then the man had unconsciously pulled 
it tight as he fled and so brought about strangulation. 

Warming to the subject as he spoke, and carried away by 
his own words, the doctor began to enact the scene. And 
it was at once awful and grotesque to see this big, grey- 
headed man playing this terrible comedy at the very foot of 
the bed on which the dead girl lay and in the presence of 
the man who was accused of having murdered her. ° 

“Thank you for your report,” said the judge, wishing to 
cut short the doctor's exuberance. ‘ Do you acknowledge,” 
he went on, turning te Robert, “having caused the death 
of Rose Chassevent during the night of the twonty-fifth to 
the twenty-sixth of September?” 

“No, sir.” 

“You will make no statement of what passed between 
you and the victim of the crime?” 

«I have already told the commissary all I know in con- 
nection with the case, but you cannot expect me to accuse 
myself of that of which I am innocent.” 

“Very well. I must hold you at my disposal.” 

“Do so, sir, if it is your duty,” said Robert, gravely. 

Then, in the growing darkness of the room, he drew 
nearer to the bed on which Rose was lying, bent reverently 
before it, and, kneeling down, whispered a short prayer. 
When he rose, he went to the window, broke off the most 
beautiful flower from the rose-tree, which was crimsoned by 
the rays of the setting sun, and having dipped it in the 
holy water, laid it gently on the dead girl’s marble forehead. 

“Good-bye, poor child,” he whispered with an accent of 
deep sorrow. Then turning to the magistrate: 

“TI am at your orders, sir,” he said simply. 
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But he who wishes to prove too’ much, preves noth- 
ing.” 

Robert contemptuously shrugged his shoulders, and, not 
deigning to bestow even a glance upon his enemy, followed 
Jousselin out of the house. . 

That same evening, he was taken to Rouen and incar- 
cerated in the Bonne Nouvelle prison. 


CHAPTER Viti. 


As Aunt Isabella had foretold, it would have been a matter of 
utter impossibility for her not to have followed her 
Benjamin. After an evening passed in fretting and 
champing in fits of rage that she was forced to conceal, and 
a night during which she seemed on the verge of losing her 
reason, the old maid set out for the railway-station, and 
Antoinette, Jeft alone with her father, was compelled to 
_make up a tale to account for the absence of her brother 
and her aunt. a 
Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice had had some differences 
with her farmer and she had gone away for a few days with 
Robert, to look into the matter. Fora few days! But the 
marquis did not notice the pitiable smile with which 
Antoinette uttered the falsehood. Easy-going Honoré was 
in no wise curious or hard to please—as long as he was not 
jeered at and tormented about his inventions, he was always 
ready to let others do as they liked, and he was always too 
much occupied with his own thoughts and ideas to trouble 
much about what was going on around him. He was de- 
voting himself still more passionately than before to his 
system of heating. To obtain perfection was the marquis’ 
most pernicious hobby. An invention possessed interest for 
him only when it was still in the shape of an unsolved 
enigma—once the answer found he thought no further of it 
and his restless mind turned in search of another problem. 
Rarely did he rest satisfied with what he had accomplished ; 


he always wanted something better—the better which spoilt 
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the soundest enterprises failures,and to convert into a source of | 
ruin the Great Marl-Pit, which was a mine of wealth that an 
intelligent, honest foreman could have worked in a manner 
that would have enriched his master and the whole province. 

For three days past Honoré had been very silent. Even 
at table, he ate his meals mechanically, with his eyes fited 
on his plate, and his thoughts evidently elsewhere. 

“ Father is still busy in his laboratory,” Robert had said 
jokingly. , 

The marquis had not even heard the words. He was 
engaged in pursuing his dreams, .in trying to enchain his 
fancies. How many millions of miles through the empty 
air had he thus been borne, astride his fantastic hobby, in 
his pursuit of the impossible! Occasionally he would burst 
forth in a sudden explosion of joy, and glecfully rub his 
hands together as he exclaimed : 

“This time, I think I’ve got it!” 

And without any preliminary explanations, simply for his 
vwn personal gratification, he would commence a short 
dissertation on the method he meant to employ. His 
auditors invariably nodded their heads approvingly, when 
he asked their opinions by an “eh?” or a “what do you 
think of that?” that they could not allow to remain un- 
answered, at the risk of making the old man feel his 
invention was being doubted. 

Antoinette blessed the fatal mania which, in this instance, 
so fortunately absorbed her father’s attention. He did not 
seem to notice the absence of Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice, 
whose seat at the table was vacant for the first time for 
thirty years. As for Robert, he was often away for long 
periods, shooting. 

After dinner, which had been a short and silent meal, the 
marquis and his daughter sat together in the vast drawing- 
room which, only lighted by two lamps, was nearly all in 
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the trees in the park and mournfully sobbing round the 
high chimneys of the chateau, and as she listened to its 
moaning, Antoinette could not help wondering if the spirits 
of the dead Claivefonts could be hovering in the darkness 
outside and bewailing the misfortune of their family. 

Then her thoughts fled to her brother, and she pic- 
tured him in a bare and gloomy cell, awaiting the 
decision of his destiny. Where was Aunt Isabella? What 
had she been able to do? There must be some difficulty in 
obtaining leave to visit a prisoner, and, perhaps she would 
not even see Robert. And if not she would stay, like an 
old, faithful dog left by its master at the door, gazing at 
the prison walls and finding happiness in thinking that 
within them was the child she loved, breathing the same air 
as herself and ouly separated from her by these few stones. 

“Oh, what a sad evening that was! And how slowly and 
mournfully the hours passed by! Left without a friend to 
comfort or advise hor, alone with this old man who sat 
butied in his arm-chair, childishly nodding his head, and 
thinking of nothing but his foolish schemes when misery 
and ruin were storming his house and entering boldly, 
terrible and implacable, through the breach, Oh, how full 
her heart of wretchednoss, her eyes of tears she must not 
shed ! 

“Ha, ha!” laughed the marquis, and his laughter sent a 
cold thrill through Antoinette. Now, I see it all. Look, 
my child, the top grating in my furnace is level and it 
ought not to be, because as combustion goes on it gets 
clogged and so prevents a thorough draught. The grating 
must be inclined ; then everything will slip off it and the 7 
heatis kept up. There! The improvement is simple enough ; 
what do you think of it?” 

“1 think it will answer perfectly, papa.” 

“Vou say. ‘it will answer perfectly? no thauehk on. 
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. ‘ 

instgad of staying in this drawing-room where we two poor 
forsaken things are lost, let us go up to my study. I will 
show you my model and then you will see exactly what the 
improvement is. It means a fortune, little one, a fortune.” 

Giving way to the old man’s whim, Antoinette took a 
lamp and they both went up to the first storey of the tower. 

Out of the large room with its arched ceiling supported 
by finely moulded stone pillars, the marquis had managed 
to make at once a library, a study and a laboratory. Along 
the whole side which overlooked the park, ran shelves filled 
with dust-covered books, while some steps on castors which ran 
along a groove in the floor, enabled the student to reach 


down any volume he needed. Before the Jarge, arched, 


stained-glass window stood a massive bureau, and, near 
pillar, was a drawing-table covered with plans and designs. 
A thick carpet covered the granite flooring of this part of 
the room which was comfortably furnished with large, deep 
easy-chairs highly conducive to meditation and, so Robert 
said, to sleep. 

The other side, which overlooked the principal entrance 
to the chateau, was devoted to the laboratory. To the huge 
prick furnace with its wide mantel-piece, above which was a 
pair of bellows with a hanging chain, had been added a little 
brass stove surmounted by a pipe leading into the large 
chimney. This was the marquis’s cherished invention. On 
the table stood pipkins and phials of all shapes, and in a 
corner, beside a stone sink to which water was laid on, was 


a worm of stills, with a zig-zag copper neck. And in this - 


. strange‘looking room, where all the baleful ideas which in 
thirty years had brought ruin on the family had first taken 
shape, the marquis was thoroughly happy. 

When they entered it that night, he breathed a sigh of 
satisfaction and looked at his daughter with more affection 
in his gaze than’ usual. 

“It is some time since you have been up here, my pet,” 
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he said. ‘And you see I have a good many drawings 
there which are waiting for you to look over and touch up, 
Since we are going to be by ourselves for a few days, why 
don’t you come and sit here with me? You would see how 
happily the time would pass,” finished the old man with a 
smile. 

“Very well, papa,” answered Antoinette, not heeding 
what she was saying. 

Then the delighted old marquis’ went to his stove, pulled 
out the boxes of coke, which ran on wheels and which 
occupied the whole space beneath the furnace, and began 
with the help of a large quantity of paper and shavings, to 
light his little stove himself. He had turned up his sleeves 
to his elBows, and during his operations he got himself into 
_ a terrible mess. Soon the laboratory was so full of smoke 
that the windows had to be thrown open, and talking, 
coughing and half suffocated, the inventor entered into 
volable explanations, trotting backwards and forwards from 
the apparatus, which he said had still a few imperfections, 
to the numerous drawings by which he had corrected his 
mistakes. 

“There, seo, my child, it is burning. the wet shavings 
now. It is difficult to set it alight as it is here, because 
there isn’t a sufficient draught, but with a factory chininey 
it would go of itself. Wet shavings, eh? What do you 
think of that? And what a heat it throws out! That’s 
the beauty of the invention. In the plantations in America 
they could keep it going with the crushed sugar-cancs, 
What do you say to that?” 

Antoinette said nothing. Attracted by the light, an 
enormous bat had flown into the laboratory and was whir- 
ring blindly about the room with outstretched wings, 
Twice in its lumbering flight had the disgusting animal 
touched the young girl, who, fascinated by it, could not take 
her eyes from it. She fancied that it gradually grew larger, 
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its ings more spreading and that the circles it was describ- 
ing were becoming smaller and smaller. Its head, grown 
to ahuge size, was ligtited up by fiery eyes and its face wore 
the mocking smile of a devil, reminding her of Carvajan’s. 
Once more it swept by with outstretched claws, looking like 
a vampire, and in her terror Antoinette thought: “If it 
touches me, we have nothing more to hope and we are irre- 
coverably ruined.” 

The blood rushed to her face, she seized the long poker 
her father had just put down,-and as the hideous animal 
approached her again she struck it with all her force. The 
bat fell helpless on the grating of the stove and with glad 
surprise Antoinette saw it disappear into the flames. 

She breathed more freely when it was gone. “It is 
cowardly of me to despond,” she told herself. “ One ought 
to fight, to conquer, or, at any rate, to make some defence. Can 
it be possible that we, with our birth, should have fallen so 
low that there is no possible way of retrieviny ourselves? ” 

Then she again remembered the horrors of the situation 
and fell once more into despair. There was her brother—who 
was there to save the poor boy so falsely accused and around 
whom was cast the dangerous net of calumny? Even if she 
were able to face the difficulties of their financial position, 
how could she help the one who was so dear to her? She 
had tHe ignorance of purity. The law as regards criminals 
was beyond the understanding of her innocence—it was a 
terrible enigma to her, and the peril which threatencd 
Robert seemed to her at once terrible and incomprehensible. 

And melancholy, dark and gloomy as a mental night, took 
possession of her. Her father went on talking, but she was 
not listening to what he said, and the old man’s words fell 
on the unheeding air, as the water dripped, noisy and useless 
into the stone sink, fof his daughter’s miud was occupied 
with but two ideas—how to save Robert and how to meet 
the bill which would shortly fall due. 
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For an instant she thought of breaking in upon the mar- 
quis in the midst of his scientific amusements, and of put- 
ting plainly before him the money: problem that must be 
solved. But, just as she was about to speak, a last feeling 
of pity for the old man, who would be so rudely torn from 
his false security, stopped the words on her lips, “It will 
be time enough to speak to him about it to-morrow,” she 
thought. “Let him have one more happy evening, one 
more tranquil night.” And again she recommenced the hope- 
less, miserable chain of thought. 

At eleven o’clock, she and her father left the laboratory 
and went downstairs to their bedrooms. The marquis, de- 
lighted at having been able to develop his ideas for two 
whole Hours, without ever stopping to know if he had been 
heard or not, kissed Antoinette and left her, saying ; 

“J feel quite cheered up. You do not know how much 
good your presence does me. When I see you amongst all 
nay apparatus, it seems as though all I have begun must. 
succeed—you will come again, won’t you? You are interested 
in my work, you know, for it means fortune and wealth for 
us all.” 

Fortune! Always the same magic word, in which is 
summed up the dream of every scholar—the philosopher's 
stone discovered, gold flowing from the crucible or glitter- 
ing in the mortar. And the marquis, confident and glad, 
sought his couch full of this happy hope. 

To Antoinette the night seemed very long. She lay with 
eyes wide open in the darkness, listening to the storm which 
was raging outside and shaking the chAteau to its very foun 
dations. These angry gusts, which swept by with never- 
ceasing uproar, sounded in her ears like the roaring of the 
sea, and in the fever of her sleeplessness she fancied that 
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being lifted on the mountain crests or hurled into the deep 
valleys of the waves. 

She thought that she, was being borne over an inky ovean 

amidst a darkness through which the lightning flashed 
blood-red. She was dizzied by the horrible rolling of the 
waves, and suffered terribly. The storm grew more and 
more furious, filling her ears with its strident whistling and 
screeching, and in the agitation of her thoughts it seemed 
to her that she was going to rescue her brother who had 
been forsaken upon a bare and narrow rock. She turned to 
seek the commander of this phantom ship, and by the 
Jightning's gléam she saw that he had Pascal’s face. He 
looked at her with gentle eyes as though he would say: 
“You know that I adore you; you have but to utter a word, 
to make a sign, and I myself will take you to your brother 
and ensure his safety. I would do anything to make you 
happy. Your tears blister my heart, your grief makes me 
grieve also. Do not persist in your pride—be reasonabje 
and kind, and in one moment your woe shall be at an 
end.” . 
But she was implacable, and turning away her head, re- 
fused to listen to the prayer so gently uttered. Then, 
amidst the tossing chaos of the angry billows, the ship 
mapved away, abandoning to his fate her shrieking brother. 
The night grew darker, the clamour of the wind more ter- 
rible, and the waves, which had become the colour of blood, 
were strewn with corpses. 

Antoinette, terrified, tried to put an end to this horrible 
nightmare, She reasoned with herself, telling herself that 
she was in her room, that her father was close at hand, that 
she was dreaming wide awake. She felt the bedclothes 
with her hands to convince herself, but ever and again the, 
hallucination returned, and it was not until she had ighted 
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tion, she became a little calmer. ‘Then at last thg pale 
dawn came and delivered her from this agony. . 

The first glance she cast outside her window revealed the 
havoc the gale had worked amongst the trees in the park 
and the tiles on the chateau roof. The terrace was strewn 
with broken slates and fragments of stone—the walks 
covered with branches. 

As soon as she was dressed, Antoinette went to her father, 
whom she found as fresh as a rose after a night of sleep 
dreamless and qniet as a child’s. About ten o’clock he 
went up to his study, and just then, a letter, brought 
by one of Malézeau’s clerks, was given to Antoinette, who 
hastened to her room to read it. The envelope contained a 
uote from Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice at Rouen, and a 
few lines from the attorney begging Mademoiselle de Claire- 
font not to forget the bill which would fall due the follow- 
ing day. j 

sAunt Isabella sent word to her niece that she had reached 
Rouen about seven o’clock, and had at once been taken, by 
an influential friend, to the Procureur-Général, whom she had 
asked to set her nephew free. But, in spite of his evident 
willingness to do so, the procureur was not able to accede to 
her request. Accounts of the affair had been published in 
most of the papers in the department, with many inexact and 
untrue details, according to the custom of “those low jour- 
nalist men,” and it had already caused a great sensation in 
the town. It was also impossible for her to see Robert, 
who, she was told, was debarred all communication with his 
friends, 

She was staying in the Saint Sever quarter, at a carriage- 
builder's, who had let her a furnished room, and she did not 
know now what to do next. However, in spite of her worry, 
the old maid did not forget the monetary troubles. and re- 
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in tke chest of drawers in her room, under her handker- 
chiefs. 

As she read this letter, which had been scrawled at five 
o'clock in the morning in a sprawling handwriting on common 
notepaper, and which had as many mistakes in the spelling 
as in the composition, Antoinette wept. The confession of 
helplessness her poor aunt had been forced to make dissi- 
pated her last hesitations, destroyed her last hopes. She 
saw the reality in alt its bare horror, and she felt certain 
that all was lost. She resolved to do as the situation de- 
manded, and, without even troubling to dry her tearful eyes, 
the went up to her father. : 

The marquis was seated at his desk, writing notes on the . 
margin of a plan, but he paused in his work when he saw 
his daughter, and, pushing back the velvet cap which 
covered his head and made him look like some old alchemist : 

“ Ah, so you do take an interest in what I showed you 
yesterday, since you are here again, and so early in the 
morning too,” he said, gaily. “I am very glad to see you, 
my child, Come and sit here, near me.” 

And as Antoinette obeyed him in silence : 

“But what is this I see?” he exclaimed. “ Your eyes 
are red, as if you were in trouble. What is it? I will have 
you tell me frankly.” 

“ Alas, papa, Iam unable to keep silence any longer, or 
else I should—perhaps more from motives of affection than 
wisdom—have still spared you these terrible worries.” 

“Malézeau has been up to his tricks again, I suppose,” 
broke in the marquis with-some annoyance. ‘Can he not 
arrange matters without bothering us about them? I have 
something else of a great deal more importance to think of. 
The time he causes me to lose is precious.” 

«Papa, you have no time Ieft of which you can dispose,” 
said Antoinette. “You have arrived at the last limit, and 
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The marquis looked at once astonished and displeased. . 

“Have they not been told that I am on the eve of realis- 
ing important sums by means of my latest invention? If I 
had not wanted to make a last improvement in it, I should 
have already taken out my patent, and I should be drawing 
my profits from all the great industries of the world. For 
you saw yesterday evening what a success it is, little 
daughter. You cannot deny it—it is certain, evident, pal- 
pable. And in a few days —” : 

“You have but a few hours left you.” 

“ih? Are these rogues really getting impatient? It 
seems to me that they’ve made enough out of me during the 
thirty years they’ve been getting such interest from me. 
They might make themselves obliging for once more.” 

“ But, papa, are you forgetting that it is with Monsieur 
Carvajan ‘you have to deal now—with him alone? Or did 
Monsieur Malézeau tell you nothing of all this the last time 
Re was here?” 

The inventor struck his forehead like some one who has 
suddenly found in the depths of his mind 1 memory that 
had almost vanished. 

“Ah, yes, my dear, I do remember something of the 
kind, but I was so interested in telling him about my 
furnace—with which I was very satisfied, although I had not 
then added the final improvement—and, once he had gone, 
T thought no more of this wretched business. Ab, 80 it’s 
Carvajan—yes, yes, of course! And what dces he want?” 

“The money you owe him, papa.” 

“That is only right. Has he-sent in his claim?” 

“ Not only sent it in, but obtained a warrant and gone 
through all the formalities which precede a seizure for 
debt.” 

“A seizure?” 

“Veg pana. and an eviction also. Those are the ouly? 
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“Bat, my dear, it seems to me that there has been a 
great deal of negligence to let so many useless expenses be 
added to the original sum. Why was it not paid at 
once ¢” 

Mademoiselle de Clairefont looked at the old man with 
pitying tenderness. 

‘Ah, if only it could have been!” was all she said. 

The marquis rubbed his velvet cap up and down upon his 
snowy head, and with a sudden uneasiness, asked ; 

“Then have we no money of which we can dispose?” 

“No, papa, For the last year we have been living moro 
simply than even the smallest tradespeople in the town. 
You have‘ not noticed it, because you are indifferent to 
luxury. But it is thanks to this economy that we have 
been able to provide for the expenses of your invention. 
Try as wo would we could not muster a thousand francs bo- 
tween us, and there is nothing owing us. The rent of the 
farm at Couvrechamps is paid, and we have received that uf 
the farm at La Saucelle in advance. The Clairefont woods 
have been cut down almost to a tree. There is still the | 
timber in the park which is said to be worth sixty thousand 
‘Yrancs, but it would spoil the property to let that go.” . 

The marquis did not seem to hear the last words, 

. “1 thought of using those sixty thousand francs to take 
out my patent,” he said as though concluding a train of 
thought. 

Antoinette could not help uttering an exclamation of 
despair at this blind, relentless egotism. She saw clearly 
that her father cared very little about the ruin of his family. 
Tn the midst of the common disaster, he was thinking only 
of his invention and was quite prepared to sacrifice all, even 
to the honour of his name, to his mania. He rose from 
his chair and wandered slowly up and down his labora- 
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He gesticulated as he walkéd and unconsciously uttered his 
thoughts aloud. 

«Just as I am on the point of obtaining a splendid result, 
and for a few miserable thousand francs! No, it is im- 
possible! It would be too terrible a blow. Surely more 
money can be borrowed on the estate, and, if it must be, I 
will give up part of my rights in the patent. Yes, I will 
sacrifice Asia, Africa, and Australasia; it means the Joss of 
millions, but at least Europe and America would still be 
left me, And only for a few thousand francs!” 

Antoinette, pale and cold, looked on at the useless 
struggle her father was waging against himself, It was in 
vain that he reduced the extent of his schemes; in vain, 
that, like a sailor in distress, he threw part of the cargo over- 
board to lighten the ship. It was too late—the vortex, in 
which he was caught, would swallow all. 

“ Alas, papa,” she said firmly, “ you must relinquixh all 
your dreams, for they can never be realised. All is over, 
quite: ‘over—our last resources are exhausted. Believe me, 
it needs a great courage for me to speak to you thus—per- 
-haps if I could have made up my mind to do so sooner, we 
should not have reached a state of such utter ruin.’ 

“ My child !” interrupted the marquis reproachfully. 

“Ob, do not doubt my affection or respect,” replied Made- 
moiselle de Clairefont. ‘I am proving them to you better now 
by speaking to you thus than I have done hitherto by keep- 
ing silence. You had the right to dispose of the fortune 
that belonged to you in whatever way you liked, and not a 
member of the family will ever dream of discussing the use 
you have chosen to make of it.” 

“How blind you are!” cried her father, excitedly, “1 
wished, I wish still, to make you all rich! Can you not 
understand how it was? Have you no longer any confidence 
in me?” 

6 Vae nana Runt thea reanlt hea not heen in arerordance 
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with your efforts, and not only have you now no more money 
to persevere, but you have not even enough to acquit your 
debts.” 

“What do I care about’ my debts! I would double 
the sum I owe without fear or scruple. Iam sure of 
success | ” 

“You have said that so often, papa.” 

“Come, come, the situation is not so desperate as you 
make out. I can understand your uneasiness—you others 
do not know what I have to expect from my new discovery. 
You have not, like me, the realization of your hopes within 
reach of your hand. Oh, you do not know the sacrifices of 
which an inyentor is capable to save his work. There was 
Cellini who, seeing that the melting bronze would, not: be 
sufficient for his statue of Jupiter, cast vessels of gold and 
chased silver into the furnace with his own hands, I, my 
child, to ensure the success of my invention—I would do 
anything! So strong is my faith in it that I would sell my- 
self!” rm 

Heated by his enthusiasm, the old man’s face was trans- 
figured. He clasped his daughter in his arms and showered 
the tenderest @pithets upon her. All that a capricious, 
coaxing child can do to entreat and wheedle its mother to 
obtain some favour, the old man attempted in his efforts to 
appease Antoinette. But he found her insensible to all his 
endearments. This proud descendant of the : Clairefonts, 
whose heart was kindly and generous to an extreme, became 
implacable once her mind was made up. 

“ Aunt Isabella has Saint Maurice intact,” said the mar- 
quis. “Could she not raise enough on it to relieve us this 
once?” 

“She would refuse to do so—she has said so, so often, 
She looks upon Saint Maurice as the last refuge we have to 

» go to.” 
“What ingratitude!” exclaimed the marquis bitterly. 
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“During the whole thirty years she has lived in ‘my house 
have I ever distinguished mine from hers? All has béen in 
common in times of prosperity. But when misfortune 
comes, each one takes his own.” 

“No, papa, that is unjust. Aunt Isabella has already 
paid away more than she can afford, and her disinterested- 
ness is as great as her affection.” 

“But you, my pet, my dear little Toinon—you will not 
leave your father in such a hopeless plight? For I shall 
die if I do not succeed. You have money—your brother 
gave up his share to you, and you possess all your mother’s 
fortune. Save the future of our house—rescue Clairefont 
from ruin! Listen—be my partner; I'll make you a 
millionaire. Do you hear? Why don’t you answer me} 
Don't you understand? A millionaire, and in a year from 
now! Wouldn’t that be fine? Isn’t that worth risking 
something on—and not all your dowry, only a part of it!” 

And with eyes wild with eagerness, he stretched out his 
h&nds imploringly to Antoinette. 

She quivered with grief. ‘l'o what a depth of moral de- 
gradation had her father sunk! His passion, like a corod- 
ing poison, had finished by destroying in him the delicacy 
of the man, the dignity of the head of the family. The 
man on whom she was gazing was no longer anything but a 
monomaniac almost in his second childhood. He did not 
merit reproach, he could but inspire pity. Her dowry ! He 
asked her for it, whining like a beggar imploring alms. He 
never dreamed, in his ignorance of all the privations that 
had been so cheerfully and heroically endured for his sake, 
that his daughter had already cast this very dowry into the 
gulf, sacrificing her marriage, her future and her happiness 
to spare him vexation. With swelling heart, Antoinette . 
resigned herself to the necessity of telling a falsehood to 
spare the old man the grief of hearing that she had stripped . 
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-- Tg is impossible for me to say yes to what you are ask- 
ag, papa,” she replied in a strange voice. 

“What! You refuse me?” cried the stupefied marquis. 
“You will allow your old father to entreat you to no avail?. 
You cannot have understood~or else I am making a mis- 
take, you have not answered No—” 

She made no reply, and stood silent and sad, but as firm 
as ever. Her father looked at her as though he would 
search her very soul, and she turned away her head to avoid 
his glance. She did not shed a tear, but the dark circles 
round her eyes became darker still, marking yet more the 
pallor of her cheeks. The marquis, amazed to suddenly 
find his daughter so different from her usual self, forgot all 
about hia invention, and gave himself up to the surprise of 
discovering how powerless he was to influence this child who 
hitherto had been the docile slave of all his whims. 

“Then for a pitiful sum of money, you are going to let 
us be ruined, you are going to allow our creditors to sell the | 
home where we have lived, where you were born, where 
your mother died—” 

She stood like marble, saying nothing and opposing 
nothing but the passive strength of her inertia to the old 
man’s arguments and entreaties. He grew angry—it was 
the first time he had encountered resistance. 

“No doubt you were all agreed—your aunt, your brother 
and you, Probably that explains their absence? They 
fled, while you, who were bolder, or harder-hearted, stayed 
behind to oppose me. You refuse me salvation ; you not 
only rob me of fortune but of fame. You are an unnatural 
daughter, Go! I will not tolerate your presence. Leave 
this room !” 

* He advanced towards her, his face distorted with senile 
rage, his lips trembling. She, unable to offer any further 
* resistance, burst into tears, threw her arms round her 
father, covered him with tears and caresses, implored him, 
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reasoned with him, addressing him alternately like AeSPOE 
child and like a reasonable man. i 

“You do not know how unjust and how cruel you are. 
Oh, do not say anything more, do not send me away from 
you, or later on you will regret it bitterly. Do not accuse 
either my aunt or my brother—they, like me, would give 
their lives for you. We are the victims of,a pitiless fate 
which pursues us relentlessly, Do not try to understand— 
but we are more unfortunate than you can ever dream. 
Do not seek to know, only be kind and do not be angry 
with your daughter who loves you, who vencrates you, and 
whose only joy in this world is your affection !” 

She threw herself on her knees, and by the very out- 
burst ofher grief reduced the old man to silence. But sho 
did not succeed in convincing him. He was turning his 
project over and over in his obstinate mind, seeking some 
means by which he might realise it. And the more he 
tkpught, the firmer did the idea to send for Tondeur and 
sell him the timber in the park take possession of him. 
To destroy the shady walks, to raze to the ground the 
stately, lofty trees which adorned the hill-side with their 
leafy arches—this was what he was silently plotting, 
Standing before the window, apparently absorbed in a con- 
templation of the marvellous panorama which lay before 
him, he was admiring neither the beauty nor the yariety of 
the landscape, but only reckoning up what he. might 
make out of the great old trees. He felt no hesitation, no 
regret at the thought of hacking down this last vestige of 
the seigneurial grandeur of the estate. All he was worry- 
ing about was if the sum he would be offered would be 

" sufficient for his immediate needs. 

Independent of his patents, he dreamed of the construc- ° 
tion of a model of his stove, exactly as it ought to be, to be of 
any industrial value, and, carried away by his imagination, 
he could see in his mind’s eye tbe brass stove finished 

Q 


242 Ps THE MARL-PIT MYSTERY, 


and ‘perfected, with a small steel plate on it, bearing the 
inscription, “ Clairefont’s Consumer.” And he smiled to 
himself, admiring his own talents in the form of his invention. 

His daughter watched him in an agony of anxiety. She 
saw clearly that her father was escaping her again, and that 
nothing that she had said to him had impressed itself upon 
his diseased brain. What was the good of struggling, when 
a deficiency of reason made her adversary invulnerable? 
What was the use of torturing her nerves, and lacerating 
her heart, when the combat left her father calm and care- 
less as before ? 

Now he was walking up and down his study, his hands 
in his pockets, humming a tune to himself. Several times 
he passed close beside the arm-chair in which Antoinette 
was sittting, but he no longer seemed to trouble about her 
presence. At last he seated himself at his desk and wrote 
down a few hurried notes, as if a sudden observation had 
just struck him, then he went to his laboratory and ¢he 
young girl heard him poking at the large furnace, and 
busying himself amongst his instruments and vessels. 

Feeling sadder and more lonely amidst this clatter than if 
she had been in the deserted park, she slowly rose and left 
the room. She walked aimlessly along the vast corridors, 
went down a staircase, and started as she found herself at 
the door of her brother's room. She opened it and went in. 
The closed shutters made it dark, but Antoinette could see 
that everything was tidy and in its place. The guns stood in 
their rack; riding and hunting-whips hung on thé walle, — 
and a sunbeam which had filtered through a hole in the 
shutter fell on a hunting-horn, making it shine and gleam 
like gold. 

A bunch of flowers, which Antoinette had placed there 
the previous day, was withering in a vase, filling the room 
ctl, «tak ticle ruslahlbe: craeaisesds:  akeurl palPl diins » teen ec fee ba 
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tell so sorrowful a tale that the young girl felt as i she 
should faint. It seemed to her as if she were standing in 
the chamber of some one who was dead, and oppressed and 
sick at heart, she stayed a long while in this shadowy 
silence, weighed down by a feeling of bitter despair. 

She could picture Robert half-mad with impatience and 
anxiety, fighting amidst the ambushes prepared by his 
traducers, giving way perhaps to the anger to which he 
was but too prone, and—who could tell t—agyravating his 
position by acts of violence on which, no doubt, his calum- 
niators had reckoned. No one could go in to visit him. 
And what a terrible trial, what constant torture it must be 
to this strong, muscular man, accustomed to the swect, 
fresh air’ of woods and fields, and to the rough, healthy 
exercise of a country life, to be shut up between four walls, 
always being watched, and often tormented by questions to 
which he certainly could not reply. When would they see 
him again? Would he ever return? What was there not 
to fear from enemies who had been able to so far mislead 
justice as to cause an innocent man to be accused of 
another’s crime ? 

She could imagine Aunt Isabella too, lost in the large 
town, going fruitlessly backwards and forwards from the Palais 
de Justice to the prison, and hanging like a lost dog round 
the walls within which the boy she worshipped was dragging 
out a miserable existence. Poor old woman! What agony 
she must be suffering, and what a quantity of barbarisms 
must be falling from her lips ! 

Antoinette made up her mind to write to her. She 


jighted a candle, for a sort of superstition forbade her to . 


throw back the shutters, which she determined should 
remain closed until the owner of the room returned. + Then 
she found her brother's paper, ink, and pens, and relieved her 
wounded heart by pouring forth at once her troubles and 
her tears. 
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Enwilling for any one in the neighbourhood to learn 
whither Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice had gone, she sentold 
Bernard to post her letteratthe railwaystation. Then, feeling 
more composed, she went to her own room and passed the 
day in adding up accounts, looking over old papers, and 
reading the various summonses that had been sent to Claire- 
ont. 

When evening came, the father and daughter met again 
at the dinner table, ‘The marquis was very cold to An- 
toinette. He sulked and did not speak once all through the 
meal, but the young girl was almost ready to rejoice at this 
silence. Dessert over, the marquis rose and moved aim- 
lessly about the vast room, caressing the deerhound, who 
followed his mistress about with wondering eyes,"unable to 
understand why he had been so neglected the last two days. 
‘A window looking on to the courtyard in front of the house 
was open ; the old man went to it, and threw some bread * 
to the sparrows who flew down and chattered and squabbled 
over the crumbs. For some minutes he stood thoughtful 
and undecided. He threw a side-long glance at Antoinette 
as if he were going to speak to her, then, changing his mind 
with a pettish gesture, he said coldly: “Good night, my 
daughter,” and went up to his laboratory without kissing 
Her or touching her hand. 

Mademoiselle de Clairefont bent her head as if the burden 
of this unjust rancour were heavier than she could beat. 
She turned to Fox, gave a low whistle, and going into the 
courtyard, began walking up and down upon the flag-stones, 
without thinking of taking the little path which ran along 
beside the flower-borders. ‘The deerhound gravely followed 
her regulating his pace,to that of his mistress. 

Darkness was stealing silently over fields and woods. A 
faint breeze revived the plants scorched by the heat of the 
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was at this hour that Antoinette used always togo out for a 
short stroll every evening with Robert and her aunt before 
going to keep her father company. In the increasing dark- 
ness, the realisation’ of the terrible position in which she 
was placed was forced cruelly upon her, and as she looked 
round in vain for the ones so dear to her and found herself 
alone, her despair overcame her, and unable to continue her 
walk she dropped upon a stone seat, moaning : “ Robert ! 
Robert !.” of 

A mournful, plaintive howl responded to her ery, The 
deerhound with muzzle raised towards the darkened: sky, 
and eyes fixed on his mistress as if he knew her thoughts 
and shared her pain, seemed also to be bewailing the abseut 
one. Shaspoke to him to pacify him, and then sat thinking, 
her hands on the dog’s rough head. The clock of the village 
church struck eight o'clock, and rising with a shiver, 
Antoinette was about to go indoors again, when the little 
wicket-gate opened to admit Monsieur Malézeau. 

he lawyer breathed a sigh of relief when he saw Made- 
moiselle de Clairefont. 

“Thank Heaven that I’ve found you alone, mademoiselle,” 
he said. “I was so afraid that the marquis would be with 
you,” 

He stopped, unable to continue for his emotion, then 
affectionately pressing the young girl’s hand, exclaimed : 

“My poor child! I pity you from the bottom of my 
heart—my poor child !” 

Again he paused, apparently fearing that he had shown 
too much familiarity, and with a bow which testified the 
deepest. respect, began to excuse himself. 

“ Forgive me for so openly expressing my deep regard for 
you, mademoiselle. I forgot myself; but I have known you 
since you were a baby, mademoiselle, and that must be my 
excuse.” 

“But there is no need for any,” answered Antoinette. 
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‘Pray do not regret your manifestation of sympathy, dear 
Monsieur Malézeau, We do not receive very many just 
now, and I am exceedingly grateful to those who do not 
forsake us in our trouble, and who dare to show us pity.” 
“Oh, mademoiselle, pray put every confidence in my 
devotion to you,” stammered the good-hearted lawyer. 
“No power, however formidable it may be, shall hinder 
me from performing my duty towards your family, and 
I have come now to place myself entirely at the dis- 
posal of the marquis and yourself. If you only knew what 
pain it causes me to see you unhappy. Ob, pray do not 
cry—your tears upset me, and I want all my wits about me 
just now, for we have some very serious matters to consider.” 
Antoinette wiped away the tears which were, coursing 
down her cheeks, and trying to regain her calmness : 
“What is happening?” she asked. ‘Tell me all—I 
must be left in ignorance of nothing. And first of all, 
about my brother—” 5 
“Oh, mademoiselle, by what unhappy chance did you 
not take him with you when you left the ball the evening 
before last? How imprudent it was even to go there!” 
“But how were we to guess what was going to happen ?” 
“Great heavens! You should have feared everything! 
This Carvajan,” and as he uttered the name, Malézeau 
instinctively lowered his voice as if he feared lest the night-, 
breeze should carry his words to the house in the Rue du 
Marché—“ this Carvajan is neither more nor Jess than a 
tiger let loose. It is he who has stirred up everyone against. 
your brother ; it is he who has put the Jaw on his track— 
why, if the arrest had not been made, it is impossible to say 
what might have happened ; the people were on the verge 
ofa riot. Ob, the parquet is doing its duty and is causing 
every inquiry to be made ; in fact, several well-known bad 
characters have been actually taken up on susniejon. bit 
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to this uohappy Robert—ah! the snare has been well 
laid!” * : . 

“ But can nothing be done to disarm Carvajan’s anger?” 

“ A week ago I should have replied, ‘Satisfy his ambition 
and his greed, Give him up the Great Marl-Pit with a good. 
grace.’ But would he have been contented with this 
substantial satisfaction? “He hates your father and every- 
one connected with him, Unfortunately, you are entirely 
in his power and you must not reckon on his generosity.” 

“ Ah, let Clairefont perish, let the (reat Marl-Pit go, let 
the wreck of our fortune be lost in the general ruin, but let 
my brother be given back to us!” 

“Depend upon it, mademoiselle, that nothing that may 
bring akout that result shall be left undone, mademoiselle. 

- But unhappily, we have plenty of time for our efforts-—~” 

“Then it will be a long while before we know?” 

“Several weeks, I am sorry to say, mademoiselle. 
Justice is slow, mademoiselle.” 

“Mademoiselle de Clairefont uttered an exclamation of 
anguish. : 

“ Flow shall we be able to keep my father in ignorance of 
what is happening ?” 

“Jt will be exceedingly difficult to do so.” 

“ And yet, to tell him all would be to kill him. He 
could not’ bear so terrible a blow. A conversation I had 
with him this moruing on money matters has thoroughly 
upset him—he has not yet got over it. What can you 
expect? He is not accustomed to worry and trouble, 
Until now, we have been so careful to keep everything of 
the sort to ourseltes, and he has been able to devote himself 
with perfect freedom of mind to the labours which are his 
one delight, He has always had so much confidence in his 
Se te eee whanen ne bas incemL 
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“Don’t let us think about that, just for the present, 
mademoiselle. ‘Ihe question is what you intend doing. 
Your property is on the eve of being seized for debt. 
Judgment has been given and a delay has only been obtained 
thanks to a series of oppositions which have only resulted 

+ in giving you timeat acostof great expense. Even now I 
could still find means to leave you in possession of your home 
a few days longer, but sooner or later the blow must fall, 
and these delays only exasperate Carvajan. On the other 
hand, if we allow the law to follow its course, we bave the 
chance of seeing your brother’s case disposed of, before the 
sale takes place. Freed from all other cares, we can turn 
all our thoughts to his defence. We will ask some eminent 
Paria barrister to plead his cause and we may berable to 
rescue him from the hands of your enemies. 'Then once he is 
out of datiger we shall have nothing to consider except how to 
make the most out of the estate. To that end we will send 
notices to all the lawyers in. the department, and in thp 
Capital to find a good purchaser for the chateau and the 
other property. We will communicate with the lime-burners 
at Senonches, pointing out the danger of competition and 
urging them to bid for the Great Marl-Pit to prevent a new 
proprietor underselling them. Carvajan, who has set his 
mind on having it, will not hesitate to bid against them, 
and by such a contest, it will fetch a tremendous price, 
So that when it is at last bought, the marquis will have 
after all his debts are paid, some two or three hundred 
thousand francs which I will undertake to invest that He 
may live at Saint Maurice in a way not totally unworthy of 
his rank. And that, my dear young lady, is the plan Ihave 
thought out and which I have come to-night to propose to 
you.” 

Malézeau, carricd away by his eagerness, had ceased to 

“stammer and cut up his sentences in his customary 
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than usual, and, behind his gold-rimmed spectacles, his 3 eye 
lids blinked at a rate marvellous to behold. 

“Yes, that is what we must do,” assented Antoinette ; 
“it is what reason prompts. And after all the torment and 
sorrow I have passed through, I think I shall be able to 
leave this house almost without a regret— my suffering here 
has been so keen. I place myself-in your hands, Monsieur 
" Malézeau. See my father, reason with him, make him con- 
sent to leave-the arrangement of his affairs to you and my- 
self. And let us keep him in ignorance of all else until my 
brother has returned ; then, when the danger is over, we can 
let him guess.the anxious time we have passed through—~ 
the joy will be enough to make him forget it.” 

She paused, then added with a sad, sweet smile : 

“Perhaps you think the extreme to which we carry our 
precautions a little ridiculous. But my father is accustomed 
toit. I break his pleasure and his pain to him as toa child 
~-gnd indeed I do look upon myself as standing somewhat 
in the position of a mother to him.” 

Malézeau looked at the girl with pitying admiration. Then 
he seized her hands and pressed them tightly. 

“Yes, mademoiselle. You are quite right, mademoiselle—” 

He broke off abruptly—another word and he would have 
cried, They walked together to the chateau. When they 
reached the hall, Antoinette stopped. 

“Tam going to. my own room,” she said. “If you have 
anything fresh to tell me before you leave, please send for 
me.” 

The lawyer bowed before her as if she had been a queen 
and, going upstairs, turned towards the laboratory. 

Antoinette shut herself up in her room and waited 
anxiously. She felt vaguely nervous; she distrusted her 
father’s want of reasoning powers, she feared lest he should 
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from fim.” For an hour she waited thus, straining her ears 
to edtch every sound within the chateau, then she heard 
Malézeau go downstairs, saw him cross the courtyard and 
pass through the gate. A few minutes later old Bernard 
knocked at her door and gave her a note the attorney had 
hastily written before he left. There were only a few 
words—‘ Do not worry. The marquis will listen to reason. 
T shall come again to-morrow about mid-day.” 

Comforted by these assurances, and worn out with fatigue, 
Antoinette fell asleep and did not awake until the next 
morning when the sun was high in the heavens. 

The same night, which brought Mademoiselle de Claire- 
font calm, refreshing sleep, Carvajan passed in restless 
agitation. The nearer approached the moment when all his 
hopes were to be realised, the more impatient did the 
banker become. Sure that the marquis could not escape 
his toils, he yet found himself giving way to fits of violent 
anxiety and irritation. Everything was a source of uneasi- 
noss to him and he feared even what he knew to be im- 
possible. Pascal had gone away the day before to Havre, 
where, so he said, he had some business of importance to 
attend to, and would not be back until the morrow. Fleury 
had come that evening to receive some final instructions 
about the important transaction which was about to take 
place, and, detained by the mayor, who talked with 
unwonted vivacity, had not been able to get away until 
the night was very far advanced. Then when he was 
at last alone, Carvajan went up to his room, where he 
paced to and fro like a caged tiger, until the day had almost 
dawned. 

During this night of unrest, he went once more all through 
the past, stimulating his hatred and fortifying his malice 
with his recollections. There was an exquisite delight in 
the thought that the marquis was at last at his mercy and 
that he would be able to make him drain the cupof humiliation 
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to the very dregs. To his enemy’s moral torments, he 
meant to add the hardships of material difficultie?’ To 
make this proud nobleman undergo the horrors of a seizure 
for debt, to place him in the clutches of the bailiff and his 
men, to force him to look on while they did as they chose ; 
to allow the heirlooms so precious to a family, the ancestral 
portraits, the various objects bequeathed bya father or amother, 
to be subjected to the odious valuation which sullies relics so 
sacred as these ; to introduce into the chdtean, under shelter 
of the law, strangers who would have the right to lay their 
hands on everything, to open every door, to turn out every 
cupboard; to inflict upon the marquis the degrading torture 
of seeing an inventory taken of his dearest treasures and 
possessions—such was his project of revenge. - 

Why had he not the right to assist himself at this 
spectacle, to lead his myrmidons to the attack, to excite them 
to the pillage, and to brave, hat on head, Honoré de Claire- 
font as he trembled with helplessness and turned pale with 
anguish? But the law, more merciful than Carvajan, did 
not permit so arrogant a display of triumph. It protected 
the victim from actual contact with his tormentor, and the 
banker was forced to pause without the threshold of the 
house, He thought such a regulation utterly absurd, and 
throwing himself on his bed, fell asleep to dream that he 
had become a deputy, and was having it altered for his own 
personal benefit. 

The following morning, he rose at his accustomed hour, 
opened his letters, received one or two visitors, and as he heard 
nine o’clock strike, said to himself, “ Papillon and Fleury are 
just starting for Clairefont.” Even as the thought passed 
through his mind, there came a knock at the front door and 
‘Tondeur’s loud voice was heard asking : 

“Ts the master in? I must see him at once !” 
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. 
hervous dread. He glared at the timber-merchant as-if he 
_could have consumed him with the fire of his glance, and 
asked roughly : 

“What is the matter?” 

“The matter is that the marquis sent for me the very 
first thing this morning to propose the rummest thing out. 
I should never have believed it of him, by Jove!” 

“Can't you speak out, you cursed idiot 1” cried.the mayor, 
exasperated by Tondeur’s circumlocution. ‘Get on to the 
fact! What did he want with you?” 

“To sell me all the timber in the park, this very morning, 
for sixty thousand francs; and it’s worth a hundred thou- 

‘sand at the least, as sure as I’m a living sinner. But I 
said no. Then he came down to fifty thousand. , Still I 
said no, He turned very white and said, ‘I must have 
forty thousand or I won't sell at all.’ ‘As you. like, sir,’ - 
I replied. ‘But I can do nothing without Monsieur Car- 
vajan’s consent. He only could authorise the trees to ‘ 
cut down. Fichtre! If Iran on ahead like that, I shoul 
find myself in a nice hole, now everything is going to be 
seized!’ Then the old man walked up and down a few 
minutes, mumbling to himself: ‘ Forty thousand francs and 
two months’ grace would save me.’ Then he asked me: 

“*Do you think Monsieur Carvajan would come and see 
me’? ‘Can't say,’ I answered, ‘you'd better ask him!’ 
‘Well, will you ask him for me?’ he said. ‘Oh, certainly, 
if you like, sir,’ said I. And with that I cut off as 
fast as my legs would carry me and reached here in a 
quarter of an hour. I don’t like asking for anything, but I 
should be glad of something to drink. I’m dying with 
thirst.” 

The mayor opened the door. 

“ Claudine, bring a glass and some wine,” hecried. Then 

+ returning to Tondeur : 
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“ Hallo,” said the timber-merchant. “ Are you andéhe old 
savage going to meet face to face?” 

“T must know what he wants. Papillon and Fleury 
- must have started by now.” 

“T met them at the town-gate.” 

“Oh, well we shall catch them up on the plateau.” 

“ Bouffre/” exclaimed Tondeur. “T shall lose ten 

pounds of flesh before I’ve done to-day.” He began to 
laugh, choked, and was seized with a fit of coughing which 
made him turn purple. 
: Carvajan was already striding up the Rue du Marché. 
That the marquis himself should have sent for him made 
his heart swell with pride. He had reduced him to implore 
for mefcy! Again he was on his way to Clairefout, as he 
‘had been thirty years before. But under what different 
circumstances! Then he had run thither in the darkness, 
stumbling over the obstacles in his way, nearly mad with 
anguish. Now he walked firmly along a smooth, hard road 
in the broad day-light, proudly conscious of his power, and 
with the end at which he aimed, well in view. As he 
walked he could have cried aloud to the trees, the stones, 
and the ditches that he passed : ‘Do you reovgnise me} 
Tam the miserable wretch you saw pass one evening, weep- 
ing and despairing, seeking the woman he loved—the poor 
friendless youth that could be ridiculed, insulted, and struck 
with imgunity. Now-I return as a conqueror, and to-day 
I can give back, if I please, insult for insult, and blow for 
blow. The wheel has turned in thirty years, has it not? 
I was beneath, now I am at the top—but I am the 
same !” 

He cast the glance of a victor at the Clairefont park and 
the terrace, which gleamed white between the trees. 

“No,” he thought, “those shady avenues, which to- 
morrow will be mine, shall not be laid low. I will not have 
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rejoicing in the fact of dwelling where my enemy once 
dwelt, and of being happy in his place.” 

They were now passing the white slopes of the Great 
Marl-Pit. The arid, chalky mound was an eyesore to Car- 
vajan. ‘I will have a triple row of trees planted,” he said 
to himself, “to hide the works.” For he already regarded 
himself as the master to dispose of the land and make such 
alterations as he thought fit. 

Before they reached the’ chdteau gate, he and Tondeur 
caught up Fleury, Papillon, and his man. 

“What is the matter?” asked the magistrate’s clerk an- 
xiously. ‘Are there any changes in the programme?” 

“They will either be to my advantage, or there will be 
none,” replied Carvajan. “The Marquis de Clairefont has 
expressed a desire to see me, and I have condescended to 
come, though I might very well have sent word that I was to 
be found in my office. But when one is the stronger, one 
ought to show some consideration. Let us go in.” ° 

He opened the iron gate himself, and stepped the first 
within the court-yard. He moved forward, with eyes fixed 
on the ground, looking for the spot where he had fallen be- 
neath the feet of the marquis’s horses, his face scarred with 
a bleeding cut. He was not long in finding it—there it 
was, near a small clump of rose-trees bordered with mig- 
nonette. He paused for a moment and trampled on it as if 
to efface some trace that still remained, then, still under 
the influence of this odious memory, he was about to enter 
the house, when, on the threshold of the door, he found 
bimself face to face with Mademoiselle de Clairefont. 

Neither uttered a word. Antoinette, without moving, 
glanced inquiringly at Fleury and Papillon, whose coming 
she had expected. Carvajan did not deign an_ explanation. 
His forehead was scowling and clouded. He felt that he 
was in the presence of the one antagonist left him to come 
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desert and a wilderness. He shivered, and his triumphant 
joy forsook him—it seemed as if all was not yet over be- 
tween these Clairefonts and himself. With a gesture, he 
commanded Tondeur to explain. é 

“The marquis, mademoiselle, asked me this morning 
to beg Monsieur Carvajan to give him a few moments’ 
conversation, And his worship has been good enough 
to come here with me.” 

Carvajan -with the marquis? All the danger of such a 
meeting appeared at once to Antoinctte’s mind. Who 
could have suggested such a resolution to her father? 
What agreement did he think of making with the banker ? 
What revelations might not the latter dare to make to him? 
The whdle edifice of sublime dissimulation with which the 
marquis’s family had so tarefully surrounded him, might be 
destroyed by a word. 

«Then I will take Monsieur Carvajan to my father's 
room,” she said slowly. “And you, gentlemen, do what 
you have to do. Bernard, go with these gentlemen, and do 
as they bid you.” 

She went upstairs, followed by Carvajan and Tondeur. 
The suffering she went through as she ascended those 
twenty steps surpassed by far all that she had hitherto 
endured. She knew that her father regarded her with dis- 
trust, that she had lost her influence over him, and was no 
longer able to defend him from the blows that his worst 
enemies were preparing to strike him to the heart. She 
was in an agony of dread. She even thought of turning to 
Carvajan and saying to him : 

“What is it that you want? Name your conditions, but 
do not enter my father’s presence.” 

The opening of the laboratory door put an end to her 
irresolution. The marquis had heard his enemy arrive, and 
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Sabon: + Then her father touched her arm, and said 
gently : 

“Go, my child. I-have te speak to these gentlemen on — 
business. If I need you, I will send for you.” ~ 

“But, papa—,” anxiously expostulated the girl. 

Carvajan looked up, and, with a sneer on his mouth, and 
with his yellow eyes fixed on Monsieur de Clairefont, 

“If the marquis is under control,” he said, “I fail to 
understand why I am here.” 

“Go, my child,” repeated the marquis, with a touch of 
impatience in his tone. 

Then, fearing to displease. her father by appearing to re- 
sist him, yet terrified at the thought of what was about to 
happen, Antoinette withdrew. . 

The inventor and. the banker stood face to face. Ton- 
deur retired discreetly to a corner, as though he took no 
interest in whatever might be said or done, In his rélg df 
skilful ambassador, he had managed to introduce Carygjan - 
into the house, now it was for his master to make the nipst 
of the situation. When the affair was settled, tt would be 
the time for the servant to demand his share of the spoil, 

“T asked Tondeur to bring you here, sir,” began the 
marquis, “that we might settle for ourselves the mone- 
tary questions which rest between us. You have in your 
possession most of my bills and notes of hand. Iam not 
going to discuss the reasons which have prompted you to 
collect them—-I will go straight to the point. I believe I 
have found the means of acquitting myself of my debt, but — 
to attain this result I must have two months’ grace, and the 
sum of forty thousand franes. Under what conditions will 
you'grant me the one and lend me the other?” 

The mayor stared at the marquis with stupefied amaze- 
ment. He asked himself if it was really to him that such a 
request had been addressed. Maiveté, carried to such a de- 
gree ag this, aroused his suspicions—-he could not believe 
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that his enemy could be so extraordinarily blind. To ask a 
service of him, to have apparently forgotten all his extor- 
tion, all his calumny, all his affronts, and lastly, his most 
recent and most terrible blow—the arrest of Robert, which 
the whole country attributed to him as the cause. This in- 
explicable forgiveness evidently concealed some trap from 
which, once he was caught in it, there would be no chance 
of escape. He gathered all his wits together and re- 
flected. 

The marquis saw the banker’s amazement and put it 
down to hesitation. Thinking to decide bim he said : 

Do not fear to ask too much. I will agree to whatever 
you wish. I am so sure of success.” 

Success! This one word dissipated the shadows in 
which the tyrant of La Neuville was losing himself. Suc- 
cess! The word typical of the inventor. He remembered 
the furnace of which he hadsheard so much. It was on the 

- future of this invention that the marquis based his hopes of 
retgieving himself. It was by means of this extraordinary 
consumer that he proposed to again set going the work at 
the Great Marl-Pit, to pay his debts, to rebuild his fortune. 
The banker began to understand the situation. The mar- 
quis was subordinating all to his invention ; to ensure its suc- 
cess, he was forgetting the struggles of the past, the troubles 
of the present, overcoming’ his dislikes, and, in short, sacri- 
ficing the child of his flesh to the child of his brain. 

Carvajan became himself again. 

“No doubt it is your furnace about which you are so 
anxious?” he said, looking coldly at the marquis. “ But 1 
must remind’ you that I am here to receive money and not 
to lend it—to terminate one transaction and not to com- 
mence another. Is that all you bad to say to me?” 

But the inventor, with the obstinacy and candour of a 
maniac, began to explain his plans, and to enumerate his 
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himself, and at what a terrible crisis he had arrived; he 
thought of nothing bat bis invention, and how best to de- 
scribe its merits. He waa oblivious to the existence of 
everything in the world except his furnace. He drew the 
banker into the corner of the laboratory, where the model 
stood, and proposed to sct it going to show how it acted ; 
and, as he spoke, he became more and more excited, until 
he was simply overflowing with enthusiasm and confidence. 

Carvajan’s cold, cutting voice put a sudden stop to his 
costacies. 

“ But under what pretext do you intend me to lend you 
money to try the merits of your invention? Do you think 
Iam going to amuse myself by giving you ammunition to 
help you carry on war against myself? I can quite.see what 
aro your interests in all this—but where are mine? I am 
not a man to be contented with hollow words and human- 
itarian theories. Progress and, industry are all very nice, 
but self first! There is nothing to prove to me that you 
will turn to advantage the capital you are asking of me, and 
J have enough money out already. You owe me nearly 
four hundred thousand francs, my dear sir, a hundred and 
sixty thousand of which are due to me this very morning. 
Are you in a position to pay me?” 

The marquis lowered his head. 

“No, sir,” he whispered. 

“Your servant then. And in future pray remember not 

‘to trouble people simply to talk trash to them, and that 
when @ man can’t pay his debts, he oughtn’t to give himself 
the airs of a genius. Ha, ha, the consumer indeed! By 
the way, it belongs to me now like everything else here. 
And if it is worth anything, I really don’t see why I shouldn’t 
work it myself—” 

“You!” 


“Yes, I, marquis. I think the moment has come when 
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surely cannot hope ta take in anyone so shrewd as I 
am? Although, and I say it with all due complinient to 
you, you have attempted to do so, though I never thought 
you would fight so hard. But now it’s all up. You no 
longer preserve any illusions on the subject, I suppose? All 
that there is left for you to do is to pack up your odds and 
euds and say good-bye to your country house.” . 

The tyrant planted himself in front of Monsicur de Claire- 
font, and, his face lighted up with malicions glee, resumed : 

“Thirty years ago you had me thrown out of your house. 
To-day it is my turn. A bailiff is below taking an in- 
ventory.” 

He burst into an insulting laugh, and thrusting his hands 
into hig pockets with insolent familiarity, walked up and 
down the room with the airs of a master. 

The marquis had listened to his harangue with stupe- 
faction. The illusions he had still preserved fled in a second, 
as the clouds disperse before the breath of the storm-wind. 
Htis reason returned to him, he regained his judgment, and 
blushed at having lowered himself so far as to make pro- 
posals to Carvajan. He no longer saw in him the lender 
always ready for an advantageous investment—he recognised 
the bitter, determined enemy of his family. 

‘*T was mistaken,” he said, contemptuously. “I thought 
T still possessed enough to tempt your cupidity.” 

“Qh, insolence,” returned the banker, coldly, “That 
is a luxury in which your means will not permit you to 
indulge, my dear sir. When a man’s in people’s debt he 
should try to pay them in other coin than abuse,” 

“You are able to take advantage of my position, 
sir,” said the marquis bitterly, “I am at your mercy, 
and I ought not to be surprised at anything since my own 
children have been the first to forsake me. What consider: 
ation can I expect from a strauger, when my daughter closes + 
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alone? But let us put an end to this interview. There is 
nothing more to be said on either side.” 

Carvajan made a gesture of surprise, then his face lighted 
up with diabolical delight. 

“Exense me,” he said. ‘I see you have fallen into an 
error, and that I must undeceive you. You are accusing 
your son and daughter wrongfully. No doubt you asked 
Mademoiselle de Clairefont to relieve you from your em- 
barrassments and she refused, as you pretend? She had 
very good reasons for her refusal—-the money you asked she 
gave long ago. So you complain of her ingratitude? Well, 
then, let me tell yon that she has ruined herself for you, 
and secretly, and imploring that you should not be told the 
use she had made of her fortune. And that is what you 
call closing her purse to you!” 

The marquis did not utter a word, did not breathe once 
sigh. A wave of blood rushed to his head, and he turned 
first crimson then livid. He only looked at Carvajan ps 
might a victim at his murderer. He felt as though his heart 
were being wrung within his breast. He took a few steps, 
then, forgetting that his tormentor was still present, 
mechanically seated himself in his arm-chair and leaning his 
head against the back, moved it restlessly from side to 
side. 

But the mayor followed him, taking an exquisite delight 
in the agony of his enemy, and overpowering and crushing 
him with the weight of his hatred. 

“As for your son,” he went on, “if he is not with you 
now, you may be sure it is through no want of inclination 
on his part. He was arrested yesterday and taken to Rouen 
under the escort of two gendarmes.” 

_The marquis leapt to his feet. - He seized 1 the banker by 
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“Scoundrel! You lie! Confess it was a lie, or J will 
strangle you!” 

The two men struggled together thus for the space of a 
few seconds, but the marquis’s temporary strength soon for- 
sook him, and bruised and shaken he fell fainting into the 
arms of 'Tondeur who had come to his aid, 

“Curse him for an old rascal!” cried the mayor, angrily. 
“He wants to try on his old games again. Tondeur, I call 
you to witness that he has offered violence to a municipal 
authority. By heaven, I’ll have him before the court for it!” 

“Come, Monsieur Carvajan, calm yourself,” said Tondeur, 
who felt sorry for the old marquis. “It was & heavy blow 
you dealt him, and he was not master of himself at first.” 

“Tilemaster him!” exclaimed Carvajan. ‘So it goes 
against the grain, does it, to find his son committed for 
trial? He shall go to prison himself and then Perhaps he'll 
learn to show a little respect to people !” 

eThe old man’s eyes unclosed again, and, with a face 
distorted with grief, he repeated brokenly : 

“Committed for trial? My son—my Robert? Can it be 
possible? What has he done?” 

Carvajan drew nearer until his crimson face was almost 
touching the marquis’s, and then replied : 

“He has followed in his father’s footsteps. He too has 
abducted a girl, only this one tried to defend herself, and so 
he strangled her. That’s what he has done.” 

Monsieur de Clairefont rose and aadreasing J his enemy in 
a tone of prayer; 

“He cannot be guilty,” he said, “it is impossible, 
sir, he is my son, You too have a child—think of 
what my suffering must be. Poor boy, innocent, I know, of 
the crime of which he is accused! I am at your mercy—I 
will do anything you wish—-T acknowledge my faults—but 
T implore you, for J feel you could do all for my poor Robert, 
be indulgent, save him! Give him back to me again!” 
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Cafvajan listened with arms folded, perfectly impassive. 

“Ah? Just now you were insulting me—now you ure 
using entreaty. Coward and hypocrite! Am I a friend 
that I should do you a service?” 

The old man bowed his white head. 

“ Monsieur Carvajan, I regret intensely any injury I have 
done you.” 

“Do you think you can efface the outrage with a few 
words of that sort? I still bear its traces on my cheek, 
although so many years have passed.” 

He took Honoré roughly by the arm and dragging him to 
the window : 

“See, look at that spot, at the foot of the ateps. Tt was 
there that by your orders your horses overthrew ‘me, your 
lackeys struck me.’ 

“Then come down thither with me,” said the marquis 
eagerly. “If you wish, I will go to _ very place a 
there on my knees ask mercy for my son.” 

For a moment the tyrant stood still and dumb before his 
vanquished, weeping, supplicating enemy. He saw the tears 
running down Honoré’s cheeks. “He is crushed—he is at 
my feet,” he thought. “The dream of my life has become 
a reality. I triumph and ] am happy.” Again he told 
himself: “I am happy,” but he knew he was not, The 
bitterness was still in his heart, his thirst for vengeance was 
not yet quenched. He turned on his heel and moved 
away. 

“I care little for your amendes honorables,” he replied. 
“It would always be the same thing over and over again 
with you and your son, and now I have you, I will not let 
you go. It is you who commenced the fight—do not be 
astonished if I pursue it to the death. Rank, fortune, 
respect, you had all and I nothing. Soon, the balance be- 


Fa A oh tH 


ite ae 





THE MARL-PIT MYSTERY. 263 


all hope was gone. His brain reeled, and he stared yildly 
at the monster who was gloating over his agony. 

“Tf Heaven is just, you will be punished through your 
son,” he cried. ‘Yes, since you have no pity for mine, 
yours will show no regard for you. Scoundrel! You are 
the parent of an honest man. He it is who will chastise 
you!” 

These words, uttered by the marquis with the fire of mad- 
ness, made Carvajan shudder with fear and rage. 

“ Why do you say that to me?” he cried, 

He saw the old man walking aimlessly to and fro, with 
haggard eyes and wild gesticulation. 

“TI believe he is going mad!” he whispered to Tondeur. 

“Haha!” laughed the marquis. ‘“ My enemies them- 
_ Selves will avenge me. Yes, the son is an honourable man 
—he has already left his father’s house once—he will loathe 
what he will see being done around him.” 

eSuddenly he turned on Carvajan. 

“Go out of here, you monster!” he exclaimed, ‘ Your 
work is done. You have robbed me of my fortune, you 
have robbed me of my honour. There is but my model left, 
and that you shall not have!” 

He ran to his table, tore up his designs and trampled 
them underfoot. Then, seizing a heavy hammer, he hurried 
to the stove, and, laughing horribly all the time, tried to 
break it. Carvajan in his exasperation steppéd forward to 
stop him. But the old man turned round with hair brist- 
ling and mouth foaming. 

“Stay where you are or I'll kill you!” he cried. 

“ Sacrédié | I’m not afraid of you!” returned the banker. 

And he was on the point of rushing forward to save the 
stove from the destructive rage of the inventor, when the 
door was thrown open and Mademoiselle de Clairefont ap- 
peared. She had heard from below the marquis’s high, 
excited tones, 
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“Father !” she cried. : 

She sprang to him, took the hammer from him and clasp- 
ing him in her arms, asked in terror : 

“Father, what is it?” 

Honoré passed his hand over his forehead. 

“Send away that man,” he moaned. ‘He makes me ill 
—he is killing me.” 

Antoinette turned to Carvajan and said quietly : 

“My father asks you to be good enough to leave him, 
sir.” 

And as the banker hesitated and remained where he was, 
a flash shot from Mademoiselle de Clairefont’s eyes, and 
pointing to the door, she said one word ; 

“Go!” © 

The mayor vanquished, bowed in silence, and followed by 
Tondeur, who tried to make himself as small as he could, 
went out of the room. 

Then Antoinette seated her father in the large armeohajr 
and kneeling beside him chafed his icy hands, wiped the 
perspiration fram his forehead and, as he still remained 
inert and his eyes did not unclose : 

“Father,” she said, “it is I, Speak to me, papa, You 
frighten me.” 

Honoré breathed a sigh of pain, moved and, opening his 
eyes, recognised Antoinette. Then the tears welled up 
again and with an effort folding his hands as if in prayer : 

“Oh, my child, my angel!” he said. “I have accused 
you and misjudged you. Forgive me, forgive—” 

He fell backwards and lost consciousness. At the same 
moment a rapid step was heard upon the stairs and Monsieur 
de Croix-Mesnil came in. 

“Antoinette!” he cried, advancing with outstretched 
hands. 

“T was expecting you,” she said simply, 

“Good Heavens! Have I come too late?” 
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1 “No, for alas! we have still much suffering to undergo. 
And pointing to the marquis lying lifeless : 

“ Help me to carry my father to his room.” 

Carefully and tenderly they raised the old man, who 
whimpered like an infant, in their arms and sadly and 
slowly bore their burden down the stone staircase. 


CHAPTER IX. 


Tue hours which followed were hours of terrible anxiety, 
Croix-Mesnil did everything within his power, but he 
could not reassure Antoinette about her father’s condition. 
Doctor Margueron, who had started first thing in the morn- 
ing on a round of visits in the outlying districts, did«not 
reach the chateau until seven o’clock in the evening. He 
found the marquis in a state of high fever and with"one side 
of his face distorted. He ordered mustard poultices to be 
applied to the legs, and leeches to the nape of the neck 
should the congestion increase; and, making no attempt to 
conceal the gravity of the case he promised to come again 
the following morning. 

Watching with the baron at her father’s bedside, Antoi- 
nette passed the most agonising moments of her existence. 
Seated by the table, on which stood a lamp which left most 
of the room in darkness, she listened to the laboured breath- 
ing of the sick man and the meaningless incoherent words 
which fell from his lips, and though her eyes were fixed on 
the staunch friend who had hurried to her side at the first 
whisper of misfortune, neither of them spoke. 

Sore at heart and physically exhausted, the girl was 
haunted by the gloomiest presentiments, She could not 
even concentrate her thoughts upon the invalid who was 
lying dully moaning, a prey to violent delirium, for they 
fled to her brother who was in still greater though less im- 
mediate peril. What a Calvary for the poor girl to climb, 
aud how heavy the cross she had to bear! Her nerves were 
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was heavy and burning and she longed to cry, for she 
knew that if her tears could but flow freely she would 
be refreshed and calmed. But her eyes were dry and sunk 
beneath their lids as if drawn inwards by the intensity of 
her thoughts. 

At ten o’clock, old Bernard came in on tip-toe to ask if 
they would not come down to supper. Antoinette shook 
her head, though Croix-Mesnil begged her to go downstairs 
with him, reminding her that she had eaten nothing since 
morning and that she must keep up her strength if she 
would nurse her father. At last he made her promise to 
take some soup, but she would not consent.to leave the 
sick-room. ‘ 

Wher’ he returned to her, the baron attempted to arouse 
her from her sorrowful meditation. They carried on their 
conversation in a whisper—a useless precaution, for the 
marquis was not in a state to understand anything and the 
words that reached his ears awoke no echo in his mind. 
The calmness Mademoiselle de Clairefont displayed fright- 
ened her companion. He would far rather have seen her 
agitated and nervous. But she discussed the events which 
had lately taken place with the most absolute lucidity and 
composure, for she had abandoned all hope and looked upon 
the position as desperate. She questioned the baron as to 
the effect produced by Robert's arrest, for secluded in the 
solitude and silence of Clairefont she was utterly ignorant 
of what was being thought and said without its walls, and 
it was only through Aunt Isabella’s letter that she knew 
the papers had given an account of the case. 

It was through the papers that Croix-Mesnil had first heard 
about it. A brother officer had lent him the Courrier de ? Eure, 
and with horrified surprise he had read the history of the 
erime and learnt the arrest of the pretended murderer. He 
had at once asked for twenty-four hours’ leave, and had ~ 
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of the department had soon enlightened him as to which 
way popular opinion flowed, and he found it was already 
divided into two currents—the one being in favour of Robert, 
the other against him, and unfortunately the second was far 
stronger than the first. The question, thanks to the skilful 
instigations of Carvajan’s partisans, was turned into one of 
political importance. The radical papers teemed with an- 
athemas hurled at “the sanguinary sports of these last 
representatives of the feudal system, who thought they 
could still dispose, according to their abominable caprice, of 
the honour and the life of their inferior.” Chassevent, de- 
signated as “a venerable old man, and an honest labourer,” 
was described as weeping his daughter, the support of his 
old’ age, and the whole wound up with a strongly-worded 
appeal to the firmness of the judges and the severity of the 
jury, for so deadly a crime merited an exemplary punish- 
ment. 

Croix-Mesnil took very good care not to let Antoinegte 
even suspect these despicable incitements and these petty 
explosions of wrath. Neither did he tell her that just as 
he was leaving Evreux he had received a telegram from his 
father warning him against the thoughtless ardour of a first 
impulse, and advising him to keep away from the Clairefont 
family. “ You did not break off the engagement,” said the 
prudent judge, “but now take advantage of the position in 
which you have been placed, and do not compromise your- 
self, The whole of the circumstantial evidence points to 
this unhappy Robert as the guilty man. All he has on his 
side is moral presumption, and that is not very strongly in 
his favour.” The captain merely thrust this message into his 
pocket and hurried off to Clairefont as fast as he could go. 
His was one of those simple kindly natures which think 
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graphed him to do, but to go to his friends. And 80 he 
went. 

Seated beside one another, he very sad, she very pale, 
they talked together in the dim light of the lamp which was 
turned down as thouch they were watching beside a death- 


“ Always Carvajan! It is he who has brought this accu. 
sation against Robert, is it not 7” asked Croix-Mesnil, 

“So Monsieur Malézeau thinks. And how can we doubt 
it after what passed the evening before? He has avenged 
himself in an awful way for the insult my brother offered 
hin. Alas, we have greatly contributed to our misfortunes 
ourselves, and we have been very imprudent in many ways, 
We are right in blaming our enemies, but, to be just, we 
ought to commence by blaming ourselves,” 

Then like a Protest against this frankness and humility, 
the hissing voice of the marquis was heard in the shadow of 
the recess in which stood his bed, repeating : ; 

“Carvajan! The scoundrel | Fortune, honour—all, ex- 
cept my invention!” : 

With a feeling of superstitious awe, the two young people 


following day, 
About two o’clock in the morning, she went to a Ia ae 
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A flood of joy swept over her and suddenly the tears, that 
the most bitter pain had not been able to wring from her, 
burst forth, now her heart was glowing with a ray of hope. 
She clasped her hands together, and fell on her knees, and 
Croix-Mesnil heard her praying God to spare her father te 
her. He tried to raise her, to comfort her, but she 
said : 

“Leave me. It does me good to cry. I was choking.” 

“See,” she added, pointing to the marquis, “I think he 
is better—he has ceased to rave. Oh, if we can only save 
him! I was thinking just now how more than cruel it would 
be if Robert never saw him again, and if the idea should 
take possession of him that it was grief for him that had 
caused his father’s death.” 

“You will save him,” replied the baron, with emotion, 
“and you will see father and son again united. The wicked 
do not always triumph, and, in spite of what people say, 
there is a Divinity.” 

“T believe so, firmly,” answered Antoinette, simply. *° 

For a few minutes they remained at the bedside, looking 
at the old man, then Mademoiselle de Clairefont told her 
companion she wished to watch alone, 

“Tf I want any help, I promise to send for you,” she 
added, and after some little resistance, Croix-Mesnil obeyed 
her and left her. 

The chateau was wrapped in silence, and everything seemed 
to sleep. Outside in the night could be heard the melan- 
choly wail of an owl, but his ill-omened cry did not trouble 
the young girl—it only sounded to her like an echo of her 
own sorrow. She lay back in an easy-chair, her eyes fixed 
on an angle of the mantelpiece, which gleamed in the light, 
allowing her imagination to carry her far away. 

Gradually there stole over her a sensation of being buoyed 
up, as if she were floating in space, rocked by gentle winds 
-—no longer conscious of fatigue or sorrow, she was being 
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slowly wafted through a soft and boundless atmosphere. 
Her bosom heaved more regularly—she had fallen aslebp. 

This slumber lasted a full hour, then it seemed to her as 
if a voice were summoning her from the depth of her repose. 
She started to her feet and hurried to the bedside. Her 
father was supporting himself upon his elbow and looking 
round with vacant, startled eyes. She gently spoke to him, 
and he took her hand and pressed it, as if to let her know 
that he recognized her, then articulating the words with 
difficulty, he said : 

“You must see this young man, my child. He is honest 
—it is he who will save your brother.” 

She thought the words were but the outcome of a feverish 
hallucination, of some delirious idea. She kissed the old 
man to soothe him, and giving way to his fancy, as one does 
with a child, she answered : 

“Yes, papa, yes. Lie down and rest. All will be well.” 

He nodded his white head, raised his eyes, which for a 
moment lost their vacant look, and in a tone which sounded 
prophetic to his daughter, he repeated : 

“Tt is this young man who will save us. He is honest. 
You must see him, my child.” 

He tried to turn towards her, but the muscles of his neck 
pained him at the attempt, his features contracted, and 
again the look of delirium came over his face. 

“He was there just now,” he murmured, “he was im- 
ploring you—I recognised him at once—there, close beside 
the curtains—” 

“That was Monsieur de Croix-Mesnil, papa.” 

“No, no,” replied the sick man, with increasing excite- 
ment. “I know what I am saying—I am in my right 
senses. It was Pascal Carvajan, and it is he alone who can 
save your brother. Promise me that you will see him. I 
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The marquis’s features relaxed. He lay back with an ex- 
pression of peacefulness upon his face, muttering some 
words which his daughter could not catch, then in a few 
minutes he was quietly sleeping. ; 

Mademoiselle de Clairefont sat thinking. THe image of 
Pascal, so §uddenly recalled to her memory, was before 
her eyes. She could see his proud, strong face, his lips 
parted to speak, She did not need to listen to him—she 
knew beforehand what he was going to say—but, in a 
confused, caressing murmur, his words seemed to come to 
her like a prayer. How could she have doubted that he 
loved her? Everything proved it to her—his mute admira- 
tion, his timid respect, his delicacy in keeping out of her 
path, He trembled when he saw her, he blanched when 
she turned away, he longed to throw himself at her feet, 
and he had provoked Croix-Mesnil only because he believed 
him to be beloved by her. Yes, he belonged to her. He 
was bound to hate all that was not for her or on her sidg ; 
he detested the schemes his father had devised ; he would 
have given his life not to have excited her dislike, and 
though he had never dared hope to obtain her friendship, he 
would be her zealous servant, her loyal protector. And all 
that she had heard about Pascal—and to which she had 
listened with contempt—flashed through her mind—his 
clear-sightedness in business matters, his talent as a barrister, 
his struggles against his father’s despotism. And again the 
marquis’s words resounded in her ears: “It is he who will 
save your brother.” 

By what strange intuition had the old man been led to 
designate Pascal as Robert’s possible deliverer? Had some 
Supernatural power shown him the young man in the 
wanderings of his dreams? He pretended to recognise him 
and he had never seen him. What soft voice had whispered 
his name in his ear? How came it that at this decisive 
hour he rose on his bed of sufferine with an anthoaritv which 
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was irresistible to give so bold a counsel ? Surely it was 
her—<Antoinette’s—duty to follow that advice. She had‘ 
promised to do so, and in the inmost recess of her heart a 
vague hope was already taking root. Perhaps it was here 
that safety was to be found. Much might be gained from 
the father through the son, and if Carvajan’s hatred, 
appeased by the capitulation of his enemies, should fade 
away into indifference! If he would only consent to remain 
neutral, and cease to set loose against them all the evil 
passions of his partisans, how quickly the horizon might 
clear! And Robert, cleared of all suspicion and his liberty 
restored to him, would come back to his sick father and 
hasten his recovery. 

At thjs thought a violent excitement took possession of 
the young girl. What? She could hesitate and deliberate 
when the happy result was in her hands. Her lips curved 
in a bitter smile, for at the price of what a humiliation was 
this result to be obtained. She would have to go and see 
Pascal, to reason with, to entreat him. After she had so 
distinctly given him to understand that he was less than 
nothing to her, that a Carvajan had nothing but contempt 
to expect from a Clairefont, she would have to present her- 
self as a supplicant, weeping for mercy. 

Well, she would do it, and find joy in the deed. What 
sacrifice would be too great to ensure her brother’s de- 
liverance? Besides, did she not owe some expiation? She 
was partly responsible for their common misfortune, for she 
had been haughty and disdainful, and so she prepared to 
offer her pride as a tribute to their enemy. She would go 
to Carvajan himself, should there be need ; she would con- 
front the tyrant, she would ask his pardon for having dis- 
missed him from her home, she would give him the joy of a 
triumph complete in every detail. 

Daylight found her thus disposed. Her mind was made + 
an and she wanld not finch The only point on which she 
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was not yet decided was how to obtain an interview with 
Pascal, but she decided to leave that to chance. 

. About seven o'clock, Croix-Mesnil rejoined her. The 
marquis had fallen into a heavy torpor, and had ceased 
speaking, though his breathing was still heavy and laboured. 
Giving way to the baron’s entreaties, Antoinette consented 
to leave the invalid in his care, and went to her own room, 
where she bathed her hands and face in cold water and then 
lay down for a short time. At nine o'clock, as she was 
finishing dressing, old Bernard knocked gently at her door 
and told her that Doctor Margueron had arrived and with 
him Monsieur Malézeau. 

Antoinette found them at her father’s bedside. By the 
doctor's orders, all the windows had been thrown open and 
the marquis seemed refreshed and revived by the air and 
light with which the room was flooded. His eyes were open 
and he showed faint symptoms of consciousness, The fever 
was not so high, but his left side was slightly paralysed. 
The doctor declared himself much better satisfied and 6x- 
plained to Malézean that his patient had had an access of 
delirium which was now passing away. 

“He must not be fatigued in any way,” he said, “and 
above all, don’t let him talk. I will write my prescription 
down-stairs.” 

“ When he was on the terrace, with only Mademoiselle de 
Clairefont and the lawyer, the good doctor could not refrain 
from speaking of Robert, for the previous evening, in the 
hurry of attending to the marquis, he had not been able to 
find a favourable opportunity of saying what a deep 
impression the confronting of the count with the body of 
the murdered girl had made upon him. 

“T assure you, mademoiselle, that when I saw him kneel 
down so simply beside the dead girl and pray, my conscience 
rebelled and I said to myself: ‘Either this young man is 
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“Oh, he had nothing to do with the crime,” said 
Malézeau, warmly. “He is frankness itself, and he told 
the truth, A Clairefont does not lie, doctor.” 

“He has some terrible and bitter enemies,” resumed 
Margueron. “‘ My evidence has been twisted and distorted, 
and reported to La Neuville as if it were dead against the 
count. But, at the trial, 1 shall say what I think, and if 
the jury has not been tampered with—” 

“ But is such a thing possible?” asked Antoinette, horror- 
stricken at the idea, 

‘Tt has been known to happen,” replied Malézeau, 

Mademoiselle de Clairefont allowed the doctor to take his . 
leave, but kept the lawyer with her. She was determined 
to begin her work ; to permit Carvajan to go on influencing 
popular’ opinion, was perhaps to sign her brother's death- 
warrant. She laid her hand on Malézeau’s arm, signed to 
him to be seated on a bench near the terrace-steps and 
asked him point-blank : : 

«How can I arrange an interview with the son of Mon- 
sieur Carvajan ?” 

The question took Malézeau’s breath away. He could 
have been prepared fur any step but this, and he asked 
himself if Antoinette, driven to desperation, had not deter- 
mined to do something of which she might yepent later on. 
But he saw that she was calm and collected, and he skilfully 
proceeded to question her. She told him quite frankly 
what had happened the night before, and owned that the 
desire her father had expressed seemed to her like a com- 
mand from Heaven. As he listened, Malézeau felt a strange 
emotion getting the better of him. It might really be the 
wisest plan to appeal to Pascal’s better feelings and to gain 
over Carvajan through his interests. Perhaps they would 
have to come to some arrangement by which the estate 
would be given over to the mayor of La Neuville without 
gn an puatinn hnt anvthine wonld he nreferahle to 
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the horrors of a criminal trial. In his heart, the lawyer 
felt sure that all the evidence against Robert had been 
instigated by Fleury, Tondeur and their confederates, and 
he was not mistaken. It only needed a word from Carvajan 
for the affair to assume a totally different aspect, and 
instead of being tried at the assizes,.it could at once be dis- 
missed on the plea of there not being sufficient evidence 
against the prisoner. 

“Well, mademoiselle,” said Malézeau, waking up from 
his reflections, “it is an attempt worth making, mademois- 
elle. Young Carvajan arrived at the railway station this 
morning, so he is in La Neuville. But I don’t suppose you 
are very anxious to find yourself face to face with bis father, 
so we must go very carefully to work. If you wjll trust 
yourself in my hands, mademoiselle—” 

“My only hope is in you.” 

“ Well then, I will take you to my wife, and while you 
are with her, I will go and reconnoitre, and clear the way 
for your interview.” 

After an absence of twenty-four hours which had greatly 
puzzled his father, Pascal had, as Malézeau said, returned 
that very morning. Questioned as to the reason of his 
journey, he had replied laconically that he had gone to 
Havre to see a’client, but as he answered, a blush rose to 
his face, for he had not told sufficient falsehoods to be an 
adept in the telling. His journey to Havre had been in, 
reality limited to a visit to Rouen where he knew he should 
find one of his brother-students who had been recently ap- 
pointed Deputy-Procureur-Général, and who received him 
with the stiff, emphatic amiability which is typical of the 
legal profession. For half-an-hour his conversation flowed 
freely as he dwelt on the tremendous amount of work he 
was called upon to perform, and on the cares and responsi- 
- hilite af hie nosition—__all which he expressed in lons. wordy. 
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topic of the Clairefont case, the substitut became at once 
cold and suspicious, hardly uttering more than one or two 
syllables at a time, 

“Serious case—very serious case. Evidence difficult to 
obtain. Accused cunning and very close,” 

And as his visitor continued to press him with questions : 

“But by the way, you come from La Neuville. You 
ought to know more about it than I do.” And instead of 
giving information, he began to question. 

After an hour’s visit, Pascal went away feeling very 
anxious aud convinced that Robert was to have no leniency 
shown him, and not wishing to return home until the follow- 
ing day for fear of arousing his father’s suspicions, he went 
back to his hotel where he passed a wretched evening. 

Now, shut in the hanker’s- oltice, he was trying to kill 
time by working, but his rebellious thoughts refused to stay 
in the small dark room and bore him far away from the 
nétes and memoranda spread out before him. Unable to 
remain still, he went to the window and looked out. The 
Weather was tempestuous, and heavy masses of cloud hung 
in thesky, Suddenly there was a flash of lightning, followed 
by a distant peal of thunder, and the light became a lurid 
yellow as if the air were filled with ashes, 

Just then there came an impatient knock at the door, a 
sound of voices in the hall, and then Maitre Malézeau 
entered the office looking as though something very extra- 
ordinary were about to happen. Never before had his eyes 
blinked so furiously behind his gold-rimmed spectacles. 

“Has your father really driven off by the road to 
Lisors?” he asked mysteriously. “You are quite alone? 
All right then—I have a lady with me who would like to 
speak to you.” 

At these words, all the blood in Pascal's body seemed to 
rush to his heart, his legs shook under him, and the room 
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“Who is it?” he asked in dry, unnatural tones, feeling 
sure that the answer would be—“ Mademoiselle de Claire- 
font.” 

But Malézeau did not waste time by stopping to reply. 
He simply opened the door and, standing aside to leave a 
clear path, said : 

“Come in, mademoiselle.” 

There on the threshold of his father’s gloomy office, Pascal 
found himself face to face with Antoinette. She was dressed 
all in black, and her face was covered by a veil, but this she 
abruptly removed and he saw that she looked pale and ill, 
and that her eyes were reddened with sleeplessness and 
tears. He was far more agitated than she was, and it was 
only mechanically that he drew forward a chair for her. 
She seated herself, then cast an imploring glance at Malé- 
zeau, which the attorney answered by bowing and leaving 
the room. 7 

They were alone together, and this moment, for which, 
but the day before, Pascal would have given the rest of his 
life, was now a source of intolerable embarrassment to him. 
His face was burning, and he had a sensation as of red-hot 
needles at the root of each hair on his head. “If I keep 
silence I shall seem absurd. If I speak, I run the risk of 
saying something idiotic which will make her hate me,” he 
thought. Then he raised his eyes to Antoinette, and in 
them she read so much entreaty that she understood it was 
for her to command, and for him to submit. She smiled 
sadly, and, in a voice which thrilled Pascal to his very soul, 
commenced : 

“T come to you, sir, as a suppliant. And how should 
I dare take such a step, if I had not the memory of 
our first meeting to encourage me? Fate, you see, knew 
what she was doing, when she threw you in my path.” 
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And he, feeling the charm of her manner, still listened when 
she had ceased to speak. ‘Then it was she who reminded 
him of the lane where they had met for the first time, All 
that had followed had no existence—she had voluntarily 
blotted it out. All that remained for him and for her was 
the short walk on a bright summer morning amidst the 
light, the verdure and the flowers. If he had uttered the 
words which rose to his lips, he would have said to her: 
“T love you.” But he would not speak them. She was 
unhappy, she bad come to him frankly and confidingly, she 
was there alone with him, protected but by his honour, 

‘T will never tell her how I worship her,” he thought, 
“but I will prove it to her by devoting my life to her.” 
He apptoached her, and with the respect he might have 
testified to a saint, he said, in the deep, musical tones which 
went straight to the heart of even Carvajan himself; 

“T know what hag brought you here, mademoiselle, and 
Iefancy I must have had a presentiment that I should see you 
to-day, for yesterday I went to Rouen to make inquiries 
about your brother.” 

She uttered a little cry of pleased surprise, and a pink 
flush spread over her cheeks as she found herself so exactly 

, and so quickly understood. 

“He was in good health and quite calm, so I was assured,” 
went on Pascal. “ As for the case itself, the prosecution, so 
far, has been very reserved.” 

“Perhaps nothing has been yet decided,” she answered 
clasping her hands together. ‘Perhaps there is yet 
time—Ah, sir, if you would only unite your efforts to 
ours! I feel that J may count on you, that your reason 
is just, your heart generous. I implore you, speak to 
Monsieur Carvajan on our behalf!” 

Pascal turned pale at this earnest prayer which likened 
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“Forgive me, if I have displeased you,” she said plead- 
ingly, “but the request I have to make is so difficult to 
put into words. I do not want to utter one syllable which 
you might think a disparagement of your father, and yet I 
must make you understand that we are asking mercy. We 
are forced to throw ourselves on his kindness, and on yours. 
Any conditions that may be imposed will seem easy to us, 
if we can obtain a little indulgence for poor Robert— 
any condition, sir, you hear? And it is because we 
thought that your intercession would have more weight than 
that of anyone else that I have addressed myself to you.” 

Then it was only of her brother that she had thought. In 
her secret <on', no inclination had urged her to seek ont Pas- 


tal, Her heart was closed to all which was not Robert, and 
for Juve of hin atoue had she conquered her pride and 
stooped to entreat. Pascal resvlately put from him ali 
vain hopes of love, he furced his thoughts into order, he 
calmed the tumult of his blood. . 


“if you knew how sorely we are being tried!” continued 
Antoinette. “After an interview with Monsieur Carvajan-~ 
oh! I am not blaming him for it—my father was taken ill, 
and his condition is causing us the greatest anxiety. All 
came upon me at once, you see, and I do not know which 
way to turn not to see some fresh disaster threatening me. 
Tam alone at Clairefont. And had it not been for a faith- 
ful friend who hurried to my aid—” 

A suspicion flashed through Pascal’s mind. His face 
changed, his hands involuntarily clenched. 

‘‘ Monsieur de Croix-Mesnil,” he muttered under his breath. 

“Yes, Monsieur de Croix-Mesnil. Poor fellow! Cares 
and sorrow will be bis only reward for the affection he has 
shown us.” 

It was said so gently, so tenderly, and yet so indifferently, 

“that Pascal became himself acain. 
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satisfy your demands, mademoiselle,” he assured her. “But 
I can only promise for myself, and it is for my father you 
want me to answer.” 

Antoinette fancied that the one she wished to conquer was 
escaping her. , 

“Do yon not possess unlimited influence over him?” she 
said eagerly. “Have I not seon the place you occupy in 
his heart? Oh, I beseech you, be our friend, take up 
our cause! We have no hope left us but in you. Robert— 
there is nothing we care for besides Robert. We are ready 
to give up all but him.” 

“Your lands, your chateau, tho rest of your fortune— 
that. is what you mean?” asked Pascal hitterly. 

She made no reply. lt was the second time she had 
inade the ofler, for was not that what she had con eto do? 
Malézean had so plainly told her that that was what would 
have most weight with the banker. The Great Marl-Pit was 
the aim of his efforts, the dream of his ambition, the booty 
his allies kept constantly in sight. Mademoiselle de Claire- 
font felt that she was advancing on to dangerous ground, 
but surely she ought, in this supreme treaty of capitulation, 
to specify the conditions. She did not dare say anything 
more as she watched Pascal walking to and fro with clouded 
face. Suddenly he paused, passed his hand over his eyes, 
and with a sigh that sounded like a sob, seated himself by 
the window, apparently completely forgetting that he was 
not alone. Antoinette was seized with pity for his suffering, 
She went to him, and in tones that made him quiver: 

“Have I pained you} Please, please forgive me.” 

He looked at her with sombre eyes. 

“Pained me?” he said. “What! Isa Carvajan pained 
when he is offered money ?” 

He broke off with a bitter laugh, while Antoinette stood 


silent and confused. 
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everypne know that profit is the one rule of the house we 
are in? The arguments you are using are sensible and 
logical. After all, it is only a matter of business. You do 
not know me and you do not know whether I have a con- 
science or a heart. What reason have you to suspect that 
I suffer terribly through what goes on around me? Who 
cauld tell you of my repugnance and my sorrow? Were 
you to have an intuition that I could be proud and disin- 
terested? Do not believe it. I am a Carvajan, that is to 
say, a man who is avaricious and greedy. The bargain you 
propose to me is a good one, there is no doubt but that I 
shall accept it. Always call my eagerness for gain into 
question, That is the most prominent trait in my character 
and the one about which you can nevor be mistaken"! ” 

His features were all contracted and distorted by the 
violence of his feelings. But Mademoiselle de Clairefont 
only shook her head. 

“And that is just what I do not believe,” she said very 
quietly. “Iam sure that you are good and kind-hearted, 
and that with you tears and prayers would help us a 
hundred times more than the most brilliant promises., And 
so, in exchange for what you are going to do for us, I shall 
only offer you my sincere gratitude, and from you I shall 
ask for no more binding promise than that you will make 
by laying your hand in mine—will you do so?” 

The little hand, which had brought down the whip with 
so cutting a swish through the air on the Couvrechamps 
road, was now held out open and inviting. To touch those 
slender, taper fingers was to make himself a slave. To 
devote himself to Antoinette was to declare himself Car- 
vajan’s opponent. But so Pascal decided to do at once. 
Had he not been ready so to do ever since his return to La 
-Neuville? 


LG OL TC Pee aa Le Pee, eee, Me ne, On ay 


. 


THE MARL-PIT MYSTERY. 33 283 


Antoinette was yielding. He saw that she was constrained 
by a hard necessity to do violence to her pride--almost to 
her modesty. He pitied her and tried to shorten her trial. 
He took the hand she held out, with tender respect, barely 
pressed it in his own, then said : 

“Let me reassure you, mademoiselle. No harm shall 
reach you, either through your affections or your fortune. 
That I promise you upon my honour.” 

In the shock of her joy, Antoinette could not find one 
word to say in reply, and the promise sounded so solemn 
in the silence of Carvajan’s gloomy office, that Pascal him- 
self was awed. 

“But remember, sir,” she said at last, “that I do 
not ask*you to do anything in our interests that could 
possibly injure your own.” 

“Nothing could do me more harm,” he replied, “ than to 
associate myself, oven indirectly, with a work of which my 
ednscience disapproves.” 

Mademoiselle de Clairefont nodded her head in appro- 
bation and a strange light gleamed in her eyes, When she 
next spoke, her voice sounded more silky, more engaging— 
almost like the tones of affection. 

“All the same,” she returned, ‘I shall look wpon your 
generous promise as one that only binds you to us to a limit 
that you alone must fix.” 

Then, as if she feared lest this last expression of her pride 
should wound the young man again, she added : 

“But whatever else may be the result of this interview, be 
sure that it has taught me to regard you with lasting esteem 
and the sincerest gratitude.” 

Again she stretched ont her hand to him, and, this time, . 
he did not fear to take it and press it, as if the contact of 
the soft, warm flesh attached him to Antoinette still more 
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Madgmoiselle de Clairefont had reached. the other end of the 
Rue du Marché before Pascal left the door-step and gave up 
trying to see her still. 

He turned slowly into the house again, went upstairs and 
shut himself up in his room, wherehe stayed until seven o’clock, 
at which hour Carvajan returned from Lisors, famished after 
his seven hours’ drive. The banker went straight into the 
dining-room, shouting for dinner to be served, and there 
Pascal joined him. The mayor was in a very good humour, 
and entered into an animated account of the affair he had 
been looking into that day and which promised to turn 
out very profitably, 

“See, my boy, it’s a distillery on the banks of the Lieure, 
which forms an excellent motive power. The good people 
who started it are not rich enough to go through with it, 
and they have nearly reached the end of their tether—it 
wants a great deal of capital to carry on an affair of that 
kind. Well, these innocents have annual contracts with 
the Northern growers to supply them with beetroots, and 
they sell the refuse pulp to the farmers in the neighbour- 
hood instead of using it to feed some cows themselves, 
Why they could cover the original cost of the beetroot by 
what they could get by the milk! But it wanted Carvajan 
to,show them that. Dumontier and I are going to lend 
them a hundred and fifty thousand franes on a first mort- 
gage. Lisors is not very far off and every now and then I 
shall run over to see how they are doing. There, I’ve made 
a good dinner, but I had done a good day’s work before it. 
And you, my dear fellow, what have you been doing with 
yourself }” 

Pascal’s heart beat fast. Should he tell his father boldly 
what had happened, or shouid he prepare him for such news 
by earofully leading up toit? He dared not tell him yet, so 

“he replied evasively : 
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Carvajan pricked up his ears. He noticed a strange ring 
in his son’s voice, and on looking at him attentively, he 
found he looked slightly embarrassed. 

“Well, let us go and have acigar in my office,” he said, 
rising from the table. 

They went into the large, dark room which was only 
lighted by a lamp placed on the banker's desk, and, with a 
thrill of delight, Pascal detected a faint perfume in the 
atmosphere—the subtle trace which Antoinette had left of her 
visit to the enemy’s abode. Carvajan’s sense of smell was 
as acute as that of a savage. He inhaled the air vigorously, 
but he did not utter a word, only strode up and down the 
room as he was in the habit of doing. The suspicions he 
had formed about his son seemed to be receiving confirma- 
tion and he felt vaguely uneasy. Could Pascal be conniving 
‘with the Clairefonts, he wondered? But if so how and by 
whom were they connected with each other? Absorbed in the 
study of this problem, he was pacing up and down between 
the window and the desk, when suddenly he caught sight of 
a piece of black net on the old mahogany console-table 
which finished off the pier-glass by the window. Mechani- 
cally he went and looked at it, then, recognising in it a 
woman’s veil, seized it with an exclamation, 

‘Who left this here?” he cried. ‘* Who has been here 
in my absence? Saerddié/ I thought I noticed an odour 
that ought not to be in a bachelor’s room when I came in !” 
He thrust the veil into Pascal's face. “You ought to know 
all about it, you who have not been out all day,” he went 
on. “This does not belong to any of the La Neuville ladies 
---thank heaven, they don’t hide their faces! Has—” 

But the supposition was so improbable that he dared not 
put it into words. He stood in suspense, twisting the piece 
of black gauze, which was impregnated with a delicate odour 
of violets, in his outstretched hands, while his mouth worked 
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Pascal closed his eyes to shut out the sight.of his father 
who ‘looked simply horrible, and summoning all his resolu- 
tion to his aid : 

“ Do not puzzle yourself about it,” he said. ‘‘ Mademoiselle 
de Clairefont has been here.” 

“Ha, ha,” sneered Carvajan. “They must be in a fix up 
on the hill there, for the haughty Antoinette to have made 
up her mind to come down here. And did you see her?” 

“ Yes, father.” 

‘What did she want?” 

“To intercede for her family with you.” 

“Intercede? Indeed! She’s become very humble all of a 
sudden!” Then, with sternness in voice and look he asked : 
“ And why did you not tell me of it as soon as I came in?” 

“Because I hoped I might, by gaining a little lime, dis- 
pose you to regard the matter in a favourable light.” 

The two men gazed at each other in silence. Then 
Carvajan burst out : 

“Ob, you hoped that, did you? Indeed ! Do you thiflk 
I am a ball to go whither I am rolled? Am I a man to 
change my mind for the sake of a caprice, to give up my 
projects for a little whimpering and whining? I suppose 
the beauty tried to get round you with wheedling phrases, 
and to soften you with tearful looks? Ah, she knows how to 
ply her woman’s trade, and she can be as honeyed as anyone, 
She gave us a specimen, the evening of the féte when her 
stuck-up fiancé refused to dance opposite you! You should 
beware of such people. As far as words are concerncd, 
they promise you heaven and earth, but when it comes to 
actions, you may go to the devil! Oh, I know them—and 
well too, I’ve seen so much of them. What they're best 
up in is the art of lying. The girl coaxed and wheedled 
you enough, I've no doubt, while she was here, but before 
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Pascal made no answer. He had vowed not to be moved 
by sarcasm or threat. Could he pay too high a price for 
the realisation of the promises he had made to Antoinette ? 

Carvajan had resumed his walk up and down the room. 
He was thinking deeply, and his face was very grave. 
Suddenly he stopped, and glancing at his son : 

“But she did something else besides sigh, I suppose ? 
She probably talked a little. What did she say? What 
proposition did she make? When people ask for peace, 
they know it can only be granted on certain conditions, 
Let us leave the sentimental side of the question and con- 
sider the practical. First of all, what does she want }” 

“For you to save her brother and spare her father,” 

“In other words that I shall prove beyond a doubt that 
young Clairefont is spotless and innocent as a dove, and 
that, holding the old one, as I do, in the hollow of my 
‘hand, I let him go free and unhurt. Quite enough, upon my 
word! And what does she offer me in exchange? Her 
eferlasting gratitude, I suppose ?” 

“Mademoiselle de Clairefont made no conditions.” 

‘‘ And who then is to fix them, sacrédié ?” cried Carvajan, 
his tanned face turning a sombre red. 

“ Yourself, father,” replied Pascal, coldly. “ Are you not 
the master?” 

Carvajan leant his back against the mantelpiece. 

“Tam the master, that’s true,” he said with mock frank- 
ness, “ But the position is somewhat embarrassing, and two 
heads are better than one. What would you do, if you 
were me?” 

“T have always let you see what I should do, father. 
Ever since I have been back I have been advising and 
entreating you to be reconciled. When I returned the 
Clairefonts’ position was not nearly so serious as it is now, 
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lower you in the opinion of many, I wanted you to occupy 
yourSelf with thoughts and projects worthy of the high 
position to which you hadattained. You were the strongest 
—it was for you to display generosity. That was the’ 
language I used when those you considered your enemies 
were still able to offer some resistance. But what ought I 
to say to you now they are vanquished and in despair, now ‘ 
that they ask for mercy? I no longer offer you advice—it 
is an entreaty that I address to you. Be kind—do not 
strike those who are down. Turn aside your anger from 
these Clairefonts who have almost ceased to exist. Do not 
destroy the son, whose real and only crime is the name he 
bears, and leave the father to die in peace on his curtailed 
and impoverished estate.” u 

“The son!” cried Carvajan angrily. “ Do you forget how 
he iusulted you before the whole town? The father!’ Do you 
not know that only yesterday morning he tried to kill me? 
They are down, you say? Then what would they do if they 
were up? You do not know them—they are scoundrefly 
rogues |” ; 

Then cooling down again, he thrust his hands into his 
pockets, adding : 

“Yn short, my boy, it’s all very pretty, what you a ‘are say- 
ing, but they owe me nearly four hundred thousand francs.” 

“The estate is worth double.” 

“Tt would be a bad look-out for me if it wasn’t!” t 

“Father,” resumed Pascal, his voice shaking with the 
emotion he felt, “do not deprive me of all hope of persuad- 
ing you. Do this one thing for me, and I shall be grateful 
to you as long as I live. Ask of me what you will in ex- 
change—I consent to anything in advance. I will be your 
servant, I will make your interests mine, I will do all to 
further vour ambition. My time. mv talents—all shal] be 
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ae Carvajan crossed over to his son, and with scathing i drony 
“fn his tones said : 
“Why what reward have you been promised, if you 
succeed ?” 

“Father!” exclaimed the younger man. 

“Aye you my son, or the Clairefonts’ business-manager 1” 

“Is it not always the desire of a son to see his father’s 
name honoured and respected?” 

“Honour! Respect ! Those words sound well from your 
lips. Come, sir, the honourable man, say out boldly 
what you mean—have the courage of your treachery, Do 

. you think I have yet to discover the presence of an enemy 
in my own house? You imagine you can deceive me, ‘but 
you haw yet something to learn before you will do that. 
Fool, to be carried away by a woman's words, and to try 
and dupe your father! Speak, plead, sigh for her, if you 
like—yow’ll see how she'll reward you. Ah, I wanted to 
kyow exactly how things stood, and I have found out now. 
You have been billing and cooing with the beautiful 
Antoinette and she has made you her slave, Go to her, 
she'll teach you the meaning of honour and respect !” 

“ Father !” 

“Dare to tell me she has not bewitched you! Dare to 
deny that you love her !” 

Pascal, who had hitherto bent beneath his father’s anger, 
drew himself up and raised a face glowing with passion : 

“Then, yes, 1 do love her! And my love will be the 

curse of my life, since I find mysélf placed between you, 
whom I find implacable, and her, whom I would have every 
man hold sacred. Have pity on me! All the blows you 
are going to deal, will fall on my heart. It was fate which 
brought it all about. I did not seck out Mademoiselle de 
Clairefont—I met her without even knowing who she was, 
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her. ©I do not know either her father or her brother. I am 
thinking of no one but her—only her! You cannot hate 
her—she has never done you any harm. Father, you too 
have loved and suffered. In the name of the past, be 
generous to-day—do not make your son as unhappy as you 
have been yourself.” 

“You are wrong to call up the past,” returned Carvajan, 
“for the memory of it makes me pitiless. Give up your 
love—it is not quite so old as my hatred! As long as I 
can remember, my hatred has glowed within my heart. It 
is that which has given me the energy to attain the position 
I now hold. Everything I have done in life has been to 
ensure its triumph, and, now, just as my goal is reached, 
you come and ask me—merely from a caprice, antl because 
you fancy yourself in love—to give up the reward to which 
L have so long and so eagerly looked forward. What utter 
absurdity! You are nothing but a short-sighted, timid 
child. You do not even know how to guide your own steps. 
Let me manage your affairs at the same time as my own, 
and I will get more for you than you can even wish. You 
almost accuse me of being a bad father—I will prove my 
affection. Do you want this girl you love? Then I will 
give her to you. You shall see how pliable and gentle she 
‘will be. Her pride! Ha, ha! I have an infallible means 
of bringing down young ladies who think too much of 
themselves. Trust to me. Follow my advice, don’t meddle, 
only look on, and your princess is yours !” < 

“ Never!” cried Pascal furiously. “I should die of shame 
before her !” 

“Ah?” said Carvajan. “Ithink I have displayed a good 
deal of patience so far, but you are beginning to exasperate 
me, I will put up with your whim, but only on the con- 
dition that it doesn’t last much longer. There is no power 
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myself to turn the marquis out of his chateau; awd to 
establish myself there in his stead.” 

“And I, father, I swore to myself just now that you 
should not do so!” 

“Oh, indeed, you swore that, did you” said Carvajan 
with horrible calmness. ‘‘ Well, then, you will learn to 
your cost that you should never take a rash oath. Within 
a fortnight, do you hear, the Clairefont estate will be put 
up to auction, and the marquis will be out on the highway a 
beggar.” 

“No, father, he will not, for to-morrow you will be paid,” 

“You don’t say so!” sneered the banker. “And with 
whose money ?” 

“With mine!” 

If the house had fallen about his ears, it would not have 
produced so startling an effect upon the banker. 

“Have you thought well over what you have just said ?” 
he stammered. 

“Yes, father, as have you of what you intend to do.” 

“You will thwart my schemes?” 

“T will hesitate at nothing to prevent a base robbery !” 

“Whence have you drawn the audacity to speak to me in 
such a way?” 

“From the horror with which your deeds inspire me.” 

At these words, Carvajan strode forward threatening and 
terrible. He seemed to grow taller, and his face was con- 
vulsed with a savage fury. As he stood, his fingers hooked 
like talons, his face black and scowling, his yellow eyes 
gleaming like gold, he might have been taken for the Spirit 
of Evil himself. 

“Ah, is that so?” he cried. “ And you threaten and 
insult me! Well then, those whom you wish to defend, I 
will pitilessly pursue. So they thought thev were doine a 
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what I am capable of when I am braved! What a noble 
protector they have got hold of, to be sure! You are very 
bold to dare to stand up against your father, but I’ve 
mastered stronger men than you, my boy, before now, and 
you'll feel the weight of Carvajan’s tist. before you've done ! 
Idiot, to believe all that these Clairefonts have promised 
you! Cau’t you see that they’re hypocrites, that they are 
only making a cat’s-paw of you, that this girl is but a bait ? 
No, you take it allin! And she docs not stint her favours 
—ask her officer if she does, But she can only disdain you 
you, a man of no birth, your father’s son, a fellow who | 
hasn’t a de before his name. When you've pulled the chest- 
nuts out of the fire for them, they'll turn you off like a 
lackey! Why won’t you see things in the right light? 
Come, Pascal, my boy, I can have no object in deceiving you 
—I am frank and sincere. You are running your neck into a 
noose, You will have failed in your duties as a son, you 
will have thrown aside your father and in the end you will 
find yourself left in the lurch. Are you listening to me— 
eh? Why don’t you answer me? You stand there with 
your eyes fixed—do you hear what I say? Come, say some- 
thing—you haven't lost your tongue. Promise me to reflect 
~—don’t go giving away thousands and thousands of francs 
like that. Sacrédié/ Money’s difficult enough to make, and it 
wouldn’t take them long to squander yours. Pascal- - 
Pascal-—” 

He went to the young man, put his arms round him, 
pressed him to his breast, caressed him, speaking affection- 
ately to him, varying his intonations, eager to gain him 
over. But he found him cold and deaf and dumb, en- 
cased in an impenetrable armour of determination. Then, 
foaming with rage, Carvajan cried : 

“Out of here, you vagabond! I turn you out of my 
house! A scoundrel who sells his father—who murders his- 
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Clairefonts in the gutter, 1 shall die—I have lived but for 
the hour when they would lie conquered and crushed, be- 
neath my heel! And you deprive me of this happiness for 
which I have waited so long! Go! Go; I say, or I shall do 
you some injury !” : 

“ Father!” entreated Pascal. 

“T forbid you to call me father! How do I know that I 

_am your father to begin with? T doubt it when I see your 
behaviour.” 

The young man stood dumb with horror at this fury which 
recoiled before no threat, no blasphemy. Then, with 
a gesture of despair, he turned towards the door. His 
father reached it as soon as he did and ready to make one 
last efforg : 

“ Pascal,” he said, and his eyes stared wildly though hig 
brain was perfectly clear, “at least let us meet each other 
half-way, Do not pay, and I will leave them at peace.” 

¢‘No, father, I have no longer ary confidence in you, 
You would deceive me.” 

Carvajan’s grey hair stood upright on his head. He 
would have struck his son-—his arm fell nerveless to his side. 
He tried to shout, to insult him, but he could only stammer : 
. “Té your mother were here, she would curse you !” 

“No, father, Iam sure she would not,” answered the 
young man, proudly raising his head. 

And, leaving the old man mad with helpless rage, he went 
out of the room. 


CHAPTER X. 


Tux next day, the inhabitants of La Neuville learnt, with | 
almost equal surprise and satisfaction, that the quarrel 
between Clairefont and Carvajan had taken a fresh turn, 
thanks to the rupture between the mayor and his son, 
Fleury, Tondeur and Dumontier had been seen hastening, 
early that morning, to the Rue du Marché, and after a long 
time spent in the banker's house, they had come, out ex- 
citedly talking and gesticulating, while Pascal had tempor- 
arily installed himself at the house of Maitre Malézeau, who« 
boldly burnt his ships and declared himself on the side of 
the Clairefont family. . 
What a godsend for the little town whose dull, even, 
monotonous existence was thus enlivened by the most 
violent emotions! Tongues wagged at a tremendous rate 
and the tales that were told assumed proportions at once 
startling and laughable. Ps 
. The Dumontiers had told the Leglorieux that Pascal, 
infatuated with Antoinette de Clairefont, had dared to set 
up his will against his father’s, and this confidence, embel- 
lished by the Leglorieux with some skilful adornments of 
their own, was being turned into a statement that was 
simply slanderous. The current report was, that Pascal had 
been surprised with the young lady from the chateau and 
had been at once turned out of the house by his angry and 
indignant father. And, it was added, it had been necessary 
to almost tear Carvajan from the hands of his son who was 
trying to strangle him. Would one ever have dreamed of 
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always seemed so gentlemanly! Ah, things were going 
from bad to worse; when they—the speakers—were yeung 
such things would never have happeried! But the punish- 
ment would be an exemplary one and these intriguing 
Clairefonts would gain nothing by having fomented the 
discord, for the mayor, who had hitherto shown them some 
consideration, was now determined to make an end of them, 
He knew something which would prove conclusively the 
young count’s guilt, and he would reveal it, and the sentence 
was sure to be penal servitude for life at the very least-—the 
judges were too faint-hearted for there to be much hope of 
a sentence of death—and the very day of the trial, the Claire- 
fout estate would be put up to auction and knocked down 
to Carvajan. 

Another account, quite as inexact but in Pascal’s favour, 
had been circulated by the partisans of the chiteau. Ah, 
they said, the mayor was in a pretty fix and he would pro- 
bably be turned out of office, for, through others, he had 
leht money at the rate of fifty per cent to that poor inno- 
cent old marquis. And besides that, he knew the true 
murderer of Rose Chassevent and had sent him out of the 
country to keep him out of the hands of the law and to 
ruin more surely the unfortunate Robert, who was aa inno- 
cent as a new-born babe, my friends. Pascal had discovered 
all, and in his indignation he had tried to make his 
father come to terms with the marquis and denounce the 
man who was really guilty. But Carvajan had refused ; 
and then his son had left him, saying that he would defend 
Robert de Clairefont, at his trial, himself, and also find 
means to prevent the sale of the estate. 

In leas than two days, La Neuville assumed a new aspect 
altogether. It was no lounger the quiet, sleepy, little town 
whose inhabitants dawdled over pleasures and business alike 
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. empty and deserted, were filled from morning till night 
with ‘chattering, curious idlers who went from door to door 
gathering the news, and arguing and fighting, these for the 
mayor, those for the marquis. And—a .thing that had not 
been done within the memory of man—bets were actually 
laid on the result of the struggle. 

The women declared themselves for the marquis. Pascal 
had won over to his side all the sygpathies of sensitive 
hearts. He loved! Could anything be more interesting? 

The men, more practical and stolid, and knowing from 
experience the mayor’s terrible power, shook their heads 
and augured ill for the result for Monsieur de Clairefont 
and his son, “It’s no good resisting Carvajan,” they 
whispered to each other ; “he’s capable of anything when 
his ititerests are at stake. And this time his pride is in 
question as well. Pascal is a good, honest. fellow, but he'll 
be broken like a reed. Why the devil does he interfere for 
the sake of people who are nothing to him? Love blazes 
and goes out like burning straw. If he’d gone away for five | 
or six weeks, he’d have forgotten all about the beautiful 
Antoinette, and he would not have fallen out with his 
father.” 

The loafers hung round the house in the Rue du Marché 
in the hope of learning some fresh details. But the dreary- 
looking house was silent and still; not a fold of a curtain 
stirred ; the door was kept closed, while Carvajan remained 
shut up in his own room, and did not show his gloomy face 
outside, 

Never had human heart been gnawed by more awful 
anger. Since his son’s departure, the tyrant of La Neuville 
had neither eaten nor slept. He passed day and night 
furiously pacing up and down his office, finding a vent for 
the violence with which he was overflowing in this ceaseless 
movement. Malézeau had conveyed the intelligence to him 
that hig account was settled and had placed to his credit 
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the capital, with the interest and sums incurred in various 
law expenses, which the Marquis de Clairefont had owed him. 

And so it was finished, and the patient work of thirty 
yeavs was annihilated ina moment. The clerk who brought 
the attorney’s letter had fled, terrified at the explosion of 
one of those vulgar fits of passion in which coarse words fell 
from the lips of Gatelier’s ex-shopman like filth overflowing 
a gutter, The serwant, hearing a terrible noise in her 
master’s office, was afraid lest he should have a fit of apo- 
plexy and had ventured to slightly open the door. She saw 
Carvajan haggard and foaming, striking at the furniture with 
clenched fists while he swore the most horrible oaths. He 
caught sight of the maid and rushed upon her, yelling: 

“Doou dare to spy upon me! Go, you idiot, or I shall 
kill you!” 

Trembling like a leaf, the girl had taken refuge in the 
kitchen, and, that very evening, related the incident to the 
gpssips in the market-place, 

“Holy Virgin! what a man! Hoe was half mad! The 
way he ground his teeth! I got away just as fast as T 
could. There, I wouldn't stand in his enemies’ shoes for 
something,” 

But in spite of these prognostics the occupants of Claire- 
font were. comparatively tranquil. There was an improve- 
ment in the state of the marquis, and, strong in the assur- 
ances she had received from Pascal, hope had again sprung 
up in Antoinette’s breast: She had frankly told Croix- 
Mesnil what she had done, and her former fiancé was much 
troubled by this unlooked-for interference from Carvajan’s 
son. By an intuition peculiar to lovers, he suspected a 
mystery and guessed a danger. What sovereign influence, 
save the young girl’s beauty, could have made an ally of 
this enemy of yesterday? Therefore the joy the baron 
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heart the desire of seeing his friends triumph almost stifled 
the je@lousy with which he already regarded Pascal. 

At.last—on the day following the rupture between Car- 
vajan and his son—Mademoviselle de Saint Maurice, urged 
homewards by the anxiety the news of her brother-in-law’s 
illness caused her, returned from Rouen, worn and thin with 
care, but with a redder face than ever. Malézeau brought 
the old maid from the station in his pony chaise, so they 
had plenty of time to talk going up the hill to Clairefont, 
and when Aunt Isabella saw the printed bills Papillon had 
stuck on the stone pillars of the principal entrance, she 
jumped down and tearing off the degrading placards ran 
excitedly into the chateau clutching them in her hands, 

“ Here’s something to make my curl papers of!” she 
cried when she reached the drawing-room, waving the 
papers triumphantly over her head. 

They had to soothe and quiet her. The excitement of 
the journey, the pleasure of finding herself once more at 
Clairefont, the news given her by Malézeau, had made het 
beside herself. Then, when it was pointed out to her, that * 
thuugh improved, the situation was by no means satisfactory, 
she fell from the height of joy to the deepest despair. She 
spoke of Robert, whom she had not been able to see, gave a 
vivid description of the horrible prison in which he was 
incarcerated and wound up by bursting into tears, The 
lawyer had to assure her that she would shortly have certain 
news of her nephew through Pascal. As soon as he was 
formally committed for trial the defender could communi- 
cate with his client, and Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice 
would herself be admitted to see him. It seemed a long 
time to wait, but there was the hope of obtaining a good 
result in the end, for the name alone of Carvajan was worth 
ten times more to Robert than the every-day skill of a Paris 

- barrister. 
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remembered his success when he was only a beginner, and 
how improved by study, with the experience of years, lteated 
by the zeal with which he undertook to sustain the count’s 
cause, he would be a formidable—one hardly dared say a 
victorious—-opponent for the public minister. 

“T always thought that this Pascal was an honest lad,” 
cried Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice in her loud voice. 
“Ah! if he will only give me back my poor Robert he can 
ask me what he likes in return. Yes, whatever it may be, 
I will give it him.” 

A faint smile passed over Monsieur de Croix-Mesnil’s 
face, 

“Don’t tell us that too often, mademoiselle. Who knows 
to what his ambition might aspire 1” 

“Tt could not aspire too high after such a service,” re- 
plied Aunt Isabella, warmly. “The honour and the liberty 
of a Clairefont are worth all we possess. Are they not, 
Antoinette?” 
we Yes, aunt,” replied the young girl coldly. 

She rose to put an end to the conversation, and taking 
Malézeau on to the terrace, asked him many questions as to 
the happy means by which he had managed to stop Car- 
vajan’s persecution. 

The lawyer asserted that he had found a man ready to 
lend the money under very advantageous conditions. In- 
dustrial and commercial undertakings being speculative, 
capitalists sought safe investments. By entirely paying off 
the old debt, they had been enabled to give the new creditor 
a mortgage on the property as security, and as long as they 
could pay an interest of five per cent they would henceforth 
be left in peace. As soon as the trial was over, the Great 
Marl-Pit could be set going again, with an engineer who 
understood his work as the manager. And, if the marquis 


300 ‘ THE MARL-PIT MYSTERY. 


give up being a man of genius, and content himself with 
being merely the head of his family. Antoinette listened 
to Maitre Malézeau with much emotion, and the tears stood 
in her eyes as she pressed his hand. They walked for a 
moment in silence, then she said : 

“T do not know how to express my gratitude, All the 
good fortune that has come to us, we owe to you. Your 
faithful friendship first dared to stangyup against our per- 
secutor, and, thanks to it, we have ‘obtained Monsieur 
Pascal’s providential assistance. It is your friendship also 
which is putting an end to the financial embarrassments 
which added so cruelly to the horrors of our position. 
Every day of my life I shall pray for you.” 

Malézeau’s eyes twinkled and blinked behind his spec- 
taeles, the glasses of which became dim and blurred, like 
window-panes in rain, 

“ Mademoiselle~—you overwhelm me. Mademoiselle, you 
are thanking me too much for the little I have done, made, 
moiselle. It is to another all the praise should be given, 
mademoiselle.” 

Then fearing to have said too much, he cast a terrified 
glance at his companion and said no more. 

“ As for my father,” resumed Mademcisclle de Clairefont, 
“J am sorry to say I am sure he will never have the health 
nor the desire to take up his former occupations again, It 
seems as though the spring of his mind has been broken by 
these violent shocks. He is regaining his strength, he 
talks, he listens, he remembers, but he has neither energy 
nor will. He is a gentle smiling child, as you will find; 
but Dr. Margueron assures us that he may live a long while 
thus.” 

They continued their walk, Antoinette absently tracing 
lines with the end of her sunshade on the path. She longed 

* to speak of Pascal to Malézeau, and to hear a clearer account 
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with the young man. She was uneasy, agitated, and for 
the first time in her life her conscience troubled her. Was 
it not she who had lighted the torch of war between the 
father and son? Was it not by speculating on Pascal’s 
gencrous sentiments that she had constrained him to break 
with Carvajan? Truc, there was an inward voice which 
said: “What does it matter to you? Poor lamb, leave 
these two wolves te,devour each other. They are of the 
same race, the same blood—is not this combat between 
your enemies the just revenge of all you havo had to 
suffer }” 

But Antoinette knew well that Pascal was not an enemy. 
He was her slave, he belonged to her unreservedly, and it 
Was to obey her, to please her, for her sake only that he 
had deserted his father's faction, and was preparing to fight 
against it, She was therefore responsible for what had 
happened, and all the harm which might come to Pascal, 

call the injury he might have to suffer, would come to him 
through her. And from that very fact there was a tacit 
bond between her and the young man, and the thought 
hurt her pride, 

“Papa has already asked to see Monsieur Pascal,” she 
said ; “when will he come?” 

“T cannot tell you, mademoisclle. ‘The lad has a strange 
nature, mademoiselle; he is very retiring—Madame Malézeau 
has not yet succeeded in persuading him to take his meals 
with us as long as he remains at our house. He is afraid of 
giving any trouble, and he likes to be alone. Unless I am 
very much mistaken, you will not see him until there is 
urgent need for him to present himself at the chateau.” 

Antoinette breathed a sigh of relief. She had feared he 
would encroach, and she found on the contrary that she 
would probably have to go in search of her defender. His 
reserve pleased her, and she felt more free. % 
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Pascal had passed the last. two days in a state of utter de- 
jection. He hated life and all its infamy, and, giving way 
to his gloomy misanthropy, he left his shutters closed and 
spent his time smoking, stretched on a couch in the semi- 
obscurity. His mind was filled with bitter thoughts. 
Surely he had been marked at his birth with a fatal sign 
which doomed him to misfortune. His whole past was full 
of sorrow, his present was showering ¢ruel trials upon him, 
and his futare held no hope. What was he doing in the 
world? Execrated and cursed by his father, tolerated by 
the woman he loved as a mercenary, to be treated with con- 
tempt when the victory was won, would it not be better to 
vanish ? 

What was the anguish of the last hour compared to the 
torture he was enduring? After the short transit from life 
to death would come calm sweet repose, sleep with one de- 
lictous dream in which would shine Antoinette’s maidenly 
face. There he would see only affectionate smiles upon her 
lips, for all hatred would have died away, aud she would be 
able to know his heart. She would see how tenderly he 
had adored her, and, appeased at last, she would accept him 
as her eternal betrothed. ‘ 

In the silence and shadow of the room, Pascal, suffering 
and nerveless, sighed and wept. Then he turned upon 
himself, accusing himself of cowardice. What! To think 
of giving up the combat when the woman he loved was de- 
pending upon him? To leave her alone and exposed to 
every vengeance? To leave Robert, whom he believed to 
be innocent, to the chance of the jury’s uprightness? No, 
he could not. He must first accomplish his task, first per- 
form his duty, and then, having left by means of the service 
he had rendered, an ineffaceable impression upon the heart 
he longed to fill with himself alone, he would disappear— 
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quietly commenced to make inquiries concerning the facts 
which were going to place the Count de Clairefont in the 
dock. At the very beyinning, he stumbled upon a similar ex- 
pedition which was being conducted by his father’s emissaries 
in the endeavour to gather proofs of guilt, where he, Pascal, 
was searching for signs of innocence. The forces of attack 
and of defence were already taking their precautions, tracing 
the lines of their bléekade, and deciding where to lay their 
mines. These presages of warfare restored Pascal entirely 
to himself. He drooped and pined in inactivity-—face to 
face with difficulty and danger, all his strength returned to 
him. After having to battle and counterfoil the craft of 
South Americans, he was surely capable of overcoming 
these canning natives of Normandy, 

He was soon convinced that the prosecution had not con- 
fined itself to collecting the evidence which could so easily 
be raised against Robert, but had conscientiously followed . 
other and various clues, Several persons had been sus- 
pected and examined. A strolling tinker, whose presence 
had been noticed at Couvrechamps the night of the 25th 
had got off, thanks to an indisputable afibz, Roussot, who 
had passed part of the evening with Rose, had been ques- 
tioned, but no information could be drawn from the shep- 
herd. He had presented himself, looking thin and worn, 
and with his face distorted in a horrible way, which gave 
an expression at once laughing and stupid to his features. 
It was only by means of threats that he could be made to 
speak at all, and then he had uttered inarticulate yells, 
which sounded more like a wild beast than a human being. 
The farmer from La Saucelle, who happened to be present 
at the examination, interceded on behalf of the idiot, giving 
him the best of characters, ‘ 

“With the exception of not speaking or hearing 
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vant, He understands all about sheep, and he never goes 
to the wine-shop. He was very fond of Rose, and so he had 
need be, for she half brought him up; she was always kind 
to him, and he used to follow her like a dog. Rather than 
do her any harm, be would have defended her to the death, 
that he would! ‘Besides, he came home about two o’clock 
that night, or it may have been a quarter past. My wife 
heard him open the door of the sheepfold, and she said to 
me: ‘Hark! There’s Roussot coming in!’” 

At this Roussut began to tremble, his face turned livid, 
he gave a plaintive howl, like that of a dog baying at the 
moon, and throwing his arms above his head, he fell into 
terrible convulsions. 2 

“There, you see,” said the farmer. “ It would kill him 
if he were worried much—he isn’t quite right in his head. 
But he’d never hurt a fly, you may take my word for 
it.” . 

How obtain a deposition from a being not in his right 
mind, and even if it were obtained, how much dependence 
was there to be placed on it? And so the shepherd was 
left in peace. 

As. he walked by the Great Marl-Pit to learn the exact 
nature of the surrounding land, Pascal met Roussot, and 
was struck by the change in his appearance. The shep- 
herd’s eyes were dull and lustreless, his mouth contorted. 
He who used to be so alert and quick to resent a stranger's 
presence now remained seated or lying on the heath, no 
longer greeting passers-by with his growls and gambols. 
Pascal even went up to him, and he made no movement— 
the black dog vainly barked to warn his master, the latter 
did not stir.’ He seemed to be dreaming wide awake, his 
cyes were fixed as if on some vision, and the tears ran down 
his cheeks. Pascal uttered the name of Rose. The idiot 
quivered, but was not aroused from his strange ecstasy. 
What a difference between this dejected torpor and the 
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lively ardour which had animated him the first time Fasoal 
saw him! 

Tt was the day following his—Pascal’s—return to La 
Neuville, on that exquisite summer morning when he had 
first stood in the presence of the marquis’s daughter. Rous- 
sot and Rose were laughing then as they played together 
amongst the reeds on the edge of the pond, and the girl was 
almost as strong as the shepherd. 

How free and careless was Pascal then, as he followed his 
beautiful companion along the Couvrechamps road! The 
air was filled with sweet scents, the bright green of the trees 
almost blinded his eyes, the earth rebounded elastic beneath 
his tread. It was one of. those moments when the body is 
surrougded by a purer atmosphere, when the mind feels 
more active and more powerful, when the whole being seems 
to dilate aud expand like a plant under the warm kisses of 
the sun, Another instant, and what a change! It had 
gnly needed for Antoinette to utter her name and for him — 
to reply with his, and the sky had seemed to grow dark, 
the bright landscape grey and dull, and the earth had shud- 
dered as under an icy wind. The youngsman had felt 
his heart grow heavy in his breast. It seemed as though this 
picture, first so sunny then so gloomy, was to represent his own 
history, commenced with joy only to be concluded in sorrow, 

He left Roussot and went down the hill to Pourtois’s inn 
as he had done the day he had met Antoinette, and pushed 
open the tavern door. As before, the room was in cvol 
darkness, and it was with difficulty that the young man dis- 
tinguished its occupants. Fleury and Tondeur were no 
longer there playing dominoes, but Chassevent was seated at 
atable with a look of besotted stupidity on his face drink- 
ing brandy, while dried-up little Madame Pourtois was 
silently knitting behind her counter. The vagabond did 
not stir, but the inn-keeper’s wife turned pale. and hurried « 
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“ Ah, Monsieur Carvajan, is it really you? What may I 
serve you?” 

“Nothing, Is not your husband in?” 

“You wished to speak to him?” asked the woman, suspi- 
ciously. ‘Poor fellow, he has been very ill the last few 
days. Monsieur Margueron says he has had a ‘shock to the 
system,’ He is in bed and not allowed to speak or to see 
anyone—it is since the accident, youecknow. A man who 
lives the quietest life and suddenly to be obliged to carry 
home a corpse! It was a dreadful shock to him.” 

Chassevent, who had been leaning forward over his glass, 
now seemed to revive. 

“Is it true, Monsieur Carvajan,” he asked, gloomily, 
“that you are going to defend the murderer?”" — ~ 

“Tt is quite true,” answered Pascal. 

“ What grudge do you bear to poor folk to try and make 
them more miserable than they are? Now my sweet little 
girl is dead, how am I to make enough to live on at my age& 
She fed me, she mended my clothes, she nursed me if I was 
ill—ah, she was indeed a dear, pretty, good child! When 
I lost her, I lost all. And you want to prevent me getting: 
some money and that scaramouch having his head cut off as 
well? Is it worthy of a man like you who are sd clever ?” 

Pascal tried to exasperate the old scoundrel a little, hop- 
ing to make him commit some imprudence. 

“If Monsieur de Clairefont is guilty of the crime, he will 
be condemned,” he said, sternly. “ But I am sure he is in- 
nocent, and no one knows it better than you do, unless it is 
Pourtois, your companion.’ 

“Innocent!” shouted Chassevent. ‘Only let Pourtois 
say so! Curse him, only let him say that he didn’t see the 
same as I did, and may the devil seize me if I don’t —” 

Here Madame Pourtois skilfully interposed. 
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“ Our house is certainly open to anyone who likes to. gome 
in, but it’s for them to get food and, drink in, not to bandy 
malicious words. The way you have left your father’s house 
is little enough to your credit, without coming here to talk 
nonsense to us.” 

The inn-keeper’s wife was growing very excited, her face 
wore an expression of abominable wickedness, her little 
snake-like eyes glearned viciously, and her thin lips grim- 
aced as if she longed to bite. She was going to continue 
her speech, when a door at the other end of the room 
opened, and Fleury appeared. 

“Ah, Monsieur Carvajan !” he cried. “I was just coming 


~, to see you.” 


“Tt seems that your husband’s door is not closed to every- 
one,” said Pascal, meaningly, to Madame Pourtois, who re- 
sumed her seat behind the counter in silence. 

“Come,” said the magistrate’s clerk. And without tak- 
ing any further notice of Madame Pourtois or the old poacher, 
he drew Pascal outside. 

They happened to stand on the very spot where Fleury 
had pointed to the terrace of Clairefont, and said trium- 
phantly: “lt is all over with them now!” He remembered 
the circumstance, and bending down his cloudy face, began : 

“Ts a reconciliation impossible? Are we to bo enemies 4 
Oh, if you but knew the harm you are doing your father! 
He has aged ten years. You would be startled at the rav- 
ages grief has made in his appearance. And to think that 
you are the cause—” - 

“T?” exclaimed Pascal, exasperated by such hypocrisy. 
“T? You dare to accuse me?” 

He drew a long breath as though to ease his palpitating 
heart, then with a sudden outburst : 


“Do you suppose that I have forgotten your detestable 
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you unveiled your projects, you explained your combinations, 
you showed me every nook and crevice of your snares, and 
because I said nothing you thought that I approved your 
plans, and perhaps that I should even help to carry them 
out! Was it not indeed an inviting scheme? This admir- 
able enterprise was directed against the fortune of a poor , 
old man incapable of defending himself—the sole aim was 
to despoil and strip him. And all the machinery of Toang 
in the names of men who have no existence, of bills renewed : 
and discounted, of compound interest, was set in ‘imation: 
and I looked on at these abominations, already portdating’; 
how I could prevent you achieving your end. I said nosing, 
for I was choking with disgust, and I was caught betwedix, 
the horror with which your deeds inspired me and the 
shame of having to repudiate them. What I suffered you 
are not able to understand. I wept the bitterest tears that 
have ever flowed from the eyes of man. I wished to go 
away, to disappear, to place a great distance between me 
and this iniquity, and I was going, but by your infamy you 
have forced me to remain. The fortune was not enough for 
you—you must have also the honour of this unfortunate 
family! You have caught the son in one of your pitfalls, 
you have accused him, given him up, crushed him to the 
earth. And I—the spectator of your mancuvres—I have 
been brought to see that if I went away and forsook him 
I should become your accomplice. My conscience revolted 
at the idea, and sickened by such ignominy, I have been 
urged to enter into combat with him whose name I bear, as 
the only way of putting a stop to it. Yes, it is Carvajan 
versus Carvajan, as they say at the Palais!” 
Fleury had made no attempt to stem the tide of fier 
words, but when Pascal paused he said with a sneer: é 
“have been a fool—I ought to have held my tongue. 
- But I don’t mind betting that if Mademoiselle Antoinette 
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Pascal turned pale. He caught the other by the arm aud 
shook him roughly. 

“T forbid you to utter Mademoiselle de Clairefont’s name 
before me,” he cried. “The first use I shall make of tho 
independence I have regained will be to chastise rogues like 

. you, if they permit themselves to indulge in familiarities I 
think loathsome! You had better remember that and also 
warn your comrades.* 

: “There, there, don’t get so angry,” said Fleury, in 
- honeyed tones. “Iam a peaceful man—lI did not mean to 

“ Ye you-—my intention is always to conciliate. Come, will 
you i ‘feave your father to his grief without taking a step 
‘towards him? Granted that he may have been hasty, but 
didn’t you exasperate him? Cannot things be arranged ?” 

Pascal tried to be calm; he wanted to know what 
cowardly meanness they dared to hope from him. 

“What do you mean by that?” 

¢ Fleury wildly scratched his unkempt head. 

“You are the master of the situation,” he replied, “and 
therefore you should be moderate. Give up the Great Marl- 
Pit to us,” 

“Restore Robert de Clairefont to liberty.” : 

‘You know very well that it is impossible to do so now.” 

“Yes, it is always easier to do harm than to make repara- 
tion for it.” F 

‘Will you not consent to see Monsieur Carvajan again?” 

“ What is the use?” 

“You might come to some arrangement.” 

“ Never, on the terms that you propose.” 

“Will you present the sad spectacle of a son fighting 
against his father?” 

“By preventing him from committing acts that I dis- 
approve, I am defending the interests of his honour against 
himself.” 
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‘My father has heard all I had to say tohim. Now 
there is nothing left for me but to-act.” 

“You had better take care.” . 

“Oh, I know what I have to expect from your disap- 
pointed cupidity. You will not recoil before anything—you 
will not hesitate to slander and to bribe. But for all that 
the truth will come to light, and I shall neglect no means 
by which it may be brought to light.”* ‘ 

With a gesture of anger, Fleury turned and faced Pascal : 

“Ts it to be peace or war? For the last time I hold out 
my hand to you.” 

Pascal stared at the clerk with withering contempt, ond 
with a shrug of the shoulders replied ; 

“Why do you? T have nothing to put in it.” 

And without another word, without once turning to look 
back, he went on his way. 

However, Fleury’s threats were not empty ones. Every 
attempt was made to corrupt the witnesses with the mogt 
shameless audacity. The Tubcufs, who lived at Couvre- 
champs, received several visits from Tondeur, who inquired 
about their needs and questioned them closely as to their 
meeting with Robert and Rose as they were returning from 
the fair, It was to the interest of Tubeuf, who was a 
working mason, to be on good terms with Tondeur, and after 
the timber-merchant’s visit he displayed a good deal of 
animation and loquacity. Doctor Margueron was sounded 
by Dumontier and Leglorieux. He had a grown-up daughter 
and no fortune, and the two went as far as to hold out 
hopes of a brilliant marriage. They did not ask him any- 
thing, they left it all to his acuteness, but it was very clear 
that the-condemnation of Monsieur de Clairefont would be 
decidedly to his advantage. The doctor had listened 
attentively and said little, and his previous conviction of 
Robert’s innocence was only strengthened and confirmed by 
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The stableman that the count had nearly killed a year 
before, had left the country, but he bad been traced to 
Mortagne whence -he was to be brought to give evidence. 

’ And thus the manceuvres of the adverse party were urged 
on with the greatest activity. There was already a rumour 
in the town that an eminent barrister, celebrated as the 
possessor of the sharpest tongue at the Paris bar, was to 
protect the interests of Chassevent, who was bringing an 
action for damages, and all these tales, related at Clairefont 
by the Saint Andrés and the Tourettes, who stood up man- 
fully for their friends, threw Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice 
into agonies of fear. She wanted to see Pascal. 

“«Tf we could only talk to him and know what are his 
opinions and his hopes,” said the old maid.“ The duty of a 
lawyer is to reassure his clients first and next to gain his case, 
What and who is this invisible barrister? The moral 
influence of his name is all very well, but I shall not have 
any confidence in him until I have heard him talk for an 
four straight off without stopping.” 

And Antoinette, giving way to her aunt’s persistence, wrote 
to Maitre Malézeau asking him to bring Pascal to the chateau. 

It was one of the most agitated moments of his life when 
Pascal stood with the attorney at the entrance gate of ‘the 
chateau where the trace of the yellow bills could still be 
seen on the stone pillars. It was near the clump of bushes 
by the gate, that he had heard one evening, as he wandered 
round the park, the deerhound growl at his vicinity and 
Antoinette speak softly to soothe and quiet the dog. He 
found himself in the hall without knowing how he had 
crossed the court-yard ; then a door opeued, and he saw 
Aunt Isabella, the marquis and Antoinette in the drawing- 
room. A cloud floated before his eyes, there was a whirring 
in his ears and it seemed to him that he was walking in the 
midst of flames. Then he distinguished Malézeau’s voice, , 
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“May I present Monsieur Pascal Carvajan to you, mar- 
quisf Mademoiselle, Monsieur Pascal Carvajan.” 

The marquis, looking pale and venerable, smiled and 
waved his hand without rising, and said : 

“ He is very welcome.” 

Pascal bowed and seated himself near the fireplace, on a 
chair that Antoinette drew forward for him, And the walls 
did not fall and crush this Carvajan who entered Clairefont 
ag a guest—the old house seemed to be looking its best to 
welcome a friend. ‘The first quarter of an hour of this visit 
Pascal passed in trying to regain possession of himself, to 
clear his blurred sight, to quiet his palpitating heart, to 
collect his disordered ideas, He forced himself to look 
aryund him, ° 

The sun was streaming into the drawing-room with its 
finely sculptured woodwork, glinting on the old silk stuffs 
with whicu the furniture was covered, and sparkling on 
the Venetian chandelier which hung from the ceiling, 
Baskets filled with flowers stood in the windows, and 
opposite the fireplace was the piano draped with some 
eubroidered material. In a large, deep armchair sat the 
marquis still smiling and talking with a thin expressionless 
voice whici sounded like a tiny bell. And around the’ vld 
man sat his dauglter, with her faithful deerhound stretched 
carelessly at her feet like a Sphinx, Aunt Isabella, as red as 
the crater of an active volcano, and Malézeau. 

Pascal looked anxiously for Monsieur de Croix-Mesnil, but 
could not see him. Perhaps he was in the chateau, or 
perhaps he had been compelled to return to Evreux to 
resume his military duties. Maiézeau and Mademoiselle de 
Saint Maurice were talking, while Antoinette, sad and 
grave, listened abstractedly. Twice Pascal felt her eyes on 
him, but he dared not look up. “Can it be possible?” he 
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repugnance after so much hatred and disdain? She has 
already stretched out her hand to me, once, and now she 
throws open the door of her house to me. I am near her, I 
see her, I inhale the perfume which emanates from her. 
How have I won so much happiness, after so much sorrow ?” 

But a shadow stole over his mind. Was it Pascal Car- 
vajun who was being received as a guest, was it to Pascal 
Carvajan that frieadly glances were cast and hands 
affectionately held out? Were not these courtesies ad- 
dressed merely to Robert’s defender, to the useful, powerful 
ally who could help to save the beir of the house? He was 
not admitted into their circle—he was tolerated, that was 
all. And what did they think of him? What was hidden 
behind this politeness with which they were welcoming him? 
Perhaps an ironic contempt for the renegade, the traitor, 
How did he know but what at that very moment Antoinette 
was thinking: “I am making use of you, but I despise you.” 
. He felt his heart expand and grow large. “ What 
matter?” he told himself. “Is it for their sakes that [ 
have resolved to break all the ties that bound me, in order 
to fulfil a terrible duty? Is it not first for my own sake, 
for the sake of my sense of right, my conscience, my 
honour? Let them think of me what they will!” 

He was quite master of himself by now—cool, calm, and 
observant. He listened to Malézeau saying to Mademoiselle 
de Saint Maurice; 

“There is a session in November, mademoiselle, and 
J think, mademoiselle, that, if the trial is to come on, it will 
come on towards the end of that month. The case is one of 
terrible simplicity, mademoiselle.” 

“ And you will answer for this young man ?” asked the old 
maid in lower tones. 

“ As for myself.” 

“Have you looked at him?” put in the marquis. “He 
ig not at all like his father. No! no! Not at all. He 
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will defend Robert. It was my idea—and you know my 
ideas’ are good ones,” 

Aunt Isabella glanced uneasily at the attorney and mur- 
iaured under her breath : 

“He makes me shudder !” 

Before she could say any more, Antoinette rose and 
moved towards the steps going down to the terrace. Pascal, 
drawn by an irresistible attraction, follpwed her. ‘The deer- 
hound rose, lazily stretched himself, then came and smelt the 
young man, and looked at him with his wistful eyes as 
though to say: “I know you; I feel that, like me, you 
are good, devoted and faithful.” And he gently licked his 
hand, 

__ “Funny animal!” exclaimed Mademoiselle is Saint 
Maurice. “It’s the first time I’ve ever known him make 
friends with a stranger. He could never bear Monsieur de 
Croix-Mesnil.” 

On the top of the steps, Antoinette paused, and Pascal 
was able to gaze at her and intoxicate himself with the 
dangerous joy of having her for a few moments entirely to 
himself. He noted with admiration the delicate pallor of 
her complexion, the graceful fall of her shoulders, the 
proud elegance of her carriage. She wore a very simple 
dress of grey cashmere perfectly untrimmed ; over her head 
she held a red sunshade, under which had crept an imper- 
tinent sunbeam to kiss her neck and cast a golden reflection 
on the little soft stray hairs that curled near her ears. She 
looked so charming that Pascal felt tempted to kneel as at 
the feet of a goddess. He had forgotten all—his anxiety, 
his distrust, his bitterness ; he could think of, he could see, 
nothing but her. All disappeared before the divine beams 
of her grace and beauty, and he was in a heaven of bliss. 

Then she spoke and recalled him to earth again. 

“You see, sir, what our house is,” she said with 
melancholy dionitv: *‘the sad relic of a corandene little 
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worthy of envy. - But such as it is, it is our home, and I 
have my suspicions that it is thanks to you we still oscupy 
it. You have found some way of making an arrangement 
which permits us to continue living beneath this roof—I 
am not well versed in questions of business, but it seems to 
me that so rapid and so favourable a change in our position 
could only have been effected by you. May we be as for- 
tunate when Robert js in question ! ” 

 Paseal dared to raise. his eyes to. Antoinette’s, and en- 

veloping her with the caress of his deop voice replied : 

“Tf the will were sufficient, I would answer for your 
brother’s safety, but I ought to promise no more than man 
can fulfil. Still I may assure you that I shall find unex- 
pected strength in the knowledge that mine is the right 
cause, and that the more difficulties with which it is beset,” 
the more I shall do to bring it out triumphant.” 

Mademoiselle de Clairefont bent her head in token of 
gssent, then lost herself in a deep reverie. Soon she sighed, 
and her eyes filled with, tears. Pascal turned pale and 
moved towards her, but she smiled, and said; 

“Forgive me—I have so much grief, I forget myself.” 
She resumed her former serenity and went on a little 
haughtily : “ You must be good enough to come here often, 
sir. We are sure to be calumniated and you must 
Jearn to know us, you must live our life, in order to be able 
to defend us. It is a sacrifice, I know, that I am asking 
of you in asking you to frequent a house where you will 
only find an invalid old man, and two sorrowful women. 
But I hope you will be kind enough to resign yourself 
to it?” 

He bowed without replying. He was trembling with joy 
and fear—enraptured at seeing the gates of the chateau 
thrown open to him, afraid as-he thought of the agitation 
with which this intimacy must fill his heart. 
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Pascal heard Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice say to Malé- 
zeau, in furious tones : 

“But he hasn’t opened his lips! Such a silent barrister 
will never save the boy! No, you will never get me to be- 
lieve that an advocate who doesn’t speak once in two hours 
is able to get his client acquitted.” 

And the marquis answered in his thin, even, little voice ; 

“Tt was my idea. Never fear auftie—it was my idea, 
and it’s a good one.” 

Pascal rejsined Malézeau, took leave of the old marquis 
and Aunt Isabella, and went away, Antoinette accompanying 
him to the gate. 

After this first visit, he called daily at Clairefont, and on 
the following afternoon he met Monsieur de CroixeMesnil. 
He had very much disliked the idea of having any connec- 
tion with the young officer, but he soon changed his 
opinions, He found the baron a courteous, reserved, some- 
what cold man whose real merit he was not long in dis» 
covering. He felt still more favonrably towards him, when 
he recognised in him a fellow-sufterer, instead of the happy 
rival he had dreaded. The pretty indifference with which 
Antoinette treated Monsieur de Croix-Mesnil, seemed to 
Pascal the extreme of misery, for with his ardent tempera- 
ment he would have found hatred infinitely preferable to 
this kindly insensibility. He saw that the baron loved 
Mademoiselle de Clairefont, though he had given up all 
hope. Robert’s peril was the last tie that attached him to 
this house where he had dreamed of living happily, but 
where now he only suffered, and whither he came merely 
from a sense of duty. He found some words of delicate 
praise to address to his friend’s defender, and behaved with 
a refined tact which at once gained Pascal's sincere liking. 

The two yoting men presented a curious contrast in their 
* devotion to Antoinette. Both were passionately in love 
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amiable, polished and light, hiding his sentiments with an 
casy, well-bred grace. ‘The other, severe, cold and sarcastic, 
but ever and anon giving way to sudden bursts of passion, 
which made his eyes sparkle and flash. 

Whenever Pascal involuntarily allowed his impetuosity 
to thus get the better of him, a strange quivering of the 
eyelids, a sudden tightening of her lips gave an expression 
of thoughtful gravity to Mademoiselle de Clairefont’s face. 
She seemed no longer to hear what was being said around 
her—one would have said she was listening to an imperious 
inward voice which was speaking to her. Then the young 
man resumed his usual measured tones and Antoinette’s face 
again assumed its ordinary serenity, and perhaps these 
fugitive expressions were noticed by no one but Malézeau, _ 
who saw very clearly with his blinking eyes and their gold- 
rimmed spectacles. 

While the days passed thus in weary waiting at Claire- 
font, in the Rue du Marché the disturbance was ever on the 
increase. Disappointed of his revenge, cheated of his booty, 
Carvajan gave way to a fit of fury which caused fears for 
his reason to be entertained. In the town, a reaction was 
taking place in favour of the victims against their tormentor. 
The material oppression which the banker exercised over his 
vassals left their moral powers free. If he was able to make 
them act according to his wishes, he could not force them to 
think as he chose, and the majority were decidedly in favour 
of the son against the father. Carvajan, with the wonderful 
intuition he had always possessed, managed to know the exact 
state of public opinion without going out of his house, and, 
after testing and weighing and considering it, he was angrily 
obliged to own that people did not hesitate between the 
young man who had never done anyone any harm and him- 
self, the tyrant of La Neuville. When Fleury tried to 
goothe him by telling him the contrary he roughly inter- 
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« Hold your tongue, you idiot, you don’t understand what 
you're talking about! Pascal will be the ruin of us. You 
don’t know him, but I ought never to have let him come 
home. He will twist everyone round his little finger when 
he begins to speak. Triple fool that I have been to quarrel 
with him! But I was carried away by my passion, and 
passion always makes a fool of one. If I had reasoned with 
him, instead of flying in a rage, we shuld have had Claire- 
font as the price of the liberty of that lout whose condemna- 
tion won’t be very much satisfaction to me after all. Ihave 
behaved like a fool! You yourself, Fleury, would not have 
been more‘stnpid than I have been.” 

And relieved by this outburst he strode up and down his 
office and went on : . 

“If I could only see Pascal, perhaps things could be 
arranged even now. But he will not come here, and I can- 
not go to Malézeau’s—I should look as if I were giving in. 
Oh, if only we could win back the victory at the last momemt 
and gain the day when they thought to hold us in their 
power! Whata triumph! But how is it to he done?” 

One afternoon about five o’clock as he was walking down 
from Clairefont, Pascal heard some one calling him. He 
stopped and, at the corner of the Great Marl-Pit, found him- 
sélf face to face with his father. 

“Since you will not make the first advance, I must,” 
said the old man. “ Will you have five minutes’ talk with 
mo?” 

He drew his son in amongst the woods, andseating him- 
self in a hollow, said : 

“You are making me very unhappy. I cannot accustom 
myself to the idea that you are making common cause with 
my enemies. At my age—when I have go short a time to 
live—to be separated from my son, and under such painful 
circumstances, is more than I can bear. Come, what must 
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“Oh if you really want to end it, it will soon cease,” said 
Pascal joyfully. 

“ Well, come back home and give up the idea of defend- 
ing Robert. de Clairefont.” : 

“T will come back to your house if you like, father, but I. 
cannot shirk the duty I have taken upon myself.” 

“But if you defend those people, it is equivalent to con- 
demning my conduct.* 

“Not necessarily, for I can let it be known that I am 
doing so with your consent.” 

° “Have you then committed yourself so far with these 
Clairefonts?” asked Carvajan with increasing irritation. 

“T have committed myself with no one but myself.” 

“Pascal!” cried the mayor. But then he stapped and 
as though speaking to himself, ‘The fellow’s as obstinate 
as a mule! He'll never listen—never! And yet he° is 
being led—but ho is blinded by love.” 

&e took his son’s arm and roughly shook it. 

“Where are your eyes? .Can you not see that the young 
lady up there has the captain of dragoons for her lover?” 

“Father !” cried Pascal, turning white. “Oh, I will not 
listen to another word !” 

He hurried back to the road, and the banker followed him, 
still speaking ; 

“They don’t marry, because they can do without the 
ceremony. That isn’t my invention—the whole town says 
the same. Ob, how they must laugh at you together !” 

Pascal gave-a roar of fury and turning round : 

“Say no more!” he said, “or I might for once forget 
that you are my father |” 

Carvajan paused. 

“Very well, then I won’t say anything more about that. 
But do not leave me thus. Pascal, I suffer—Pascal, will 
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1 Good-bye, father,” said the young man gravely. “T will 
forget what you have just forced me to listen ‘to, as & last 
proof of respect.” 

“Stay one moment more,” » ried the eld man. 

He turned very red, opened his lips to speak but said 
nothing. Apparently he was under the influence of intense 
agitation, but at last he said in jerky tones as if the words 
were being wrung from him : 6 

“You do not know what you are doing. You are making 
yourself enemies from whom I may not always be able to 
protect you. Never come this way again. When you goe 
up there, take the high road. Good-bye ! ” And he set off 
almost at a run towards Pourtois’s inn, while Pascal went 
back to Malézean’s house thinking: “My father wanted to 
frighten me. What have I to fear?” 

And he still continued to take the path by the Great 
Marl-Pit to go to Clairefont. But two days later, as he was 
returning to La Neuville he heard a report, and a branch of 
a birch-tree, broken about a foot above his head, fell to the 
road. ‘The young man leapt behind one of the thickets with 
which the road was bordered, and there waited and searched 
around as far as his eyes could reach. A small cloud of 
white smoke was mounting amidst the crimson rays of the 
setting sun, but there was no one in sight. Whoever had 
fired had disappeared—had probably escaped amongst the 
gorse, or hidden in some chalk-pit. Pascal stayed still for 
some moments, then, stooping low so as not to be seen, went 
on his way. 

“There can be no doubt but that it was Ghasevent, "he 
said to himself. “But why did be not “fire his second 
barrel? He had time enough. Perhaps he only meant to 
frighten me. And yet the ball passed very glose.” 

He remembered his father’s caution. Evidently Carva- 
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son on his guatd., Well, ali affection was not. dead in 
him: / cate £0. ON, 

Pascal said nothing ‘abont this incident at Clairefont ‘ 
only*he toak another road thither. 

The following week Robert was formally cominitted for 

“trial, and the feeble hope, hitherto preserved, that the young 
counf might be exonerated from the accusation against him, 
had to be renounced, Soon a rumour was spread through 
the town that the Count de Clairefont had been condemned. 
It took two days to correct this error, and even then it was 
not completely dispelled. . 

Pascal’s task was commencing. He had to instal himself 
at Rouen, not sv much to study the case with which he was 
as well acquainted already as the examining magistrate, as 
to place himself in communication with his client. His last 
visit to Clairefont was a melancholy one. The weather had 
changed, and a heavy, drenching Normandy rain was falling, 
It seemed as if the very sky was turning into water, while 
fia Neuville was enveloped in a thick mist, and yellowish 
clouds rolled up the alleys and walks in the park. 

At the idea that Pascal might at last see Robert, Aunt 
Isabella sprang up in a state of intense excitement. 

“T will come with you!” she exclaimed, her face afire. 
“Oh, my dear boy, you will not be so cruel as to refuse to 
take me with you! I want to be there, to hear at once the 
words my peor child may say to you.” 

“But, mademoiselle, you can speak to him yourself, I 
will obtain leave for you to visit him.” 

“Let us go then, now—at once. I will just put a few 
things in a bag and then I will be with you. Oh, my dear 
friend !” 

And the old maid threw her arms round Pascal's neck, 
then rushed excitedly to her room. 

Antoinette felt sadder every moment. What mournful 
solitude she was about to endure after all this feverish 
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emotion! She was going to be left in this great chatean 
with cher father as her only companion, and Monsicur de 
Croix-Mesnil’s flying visits would form the sole break in the 
monotony of their existence. Aunt Isabella was going away 
with Pascal, and to the young girl it seemed as if her life 
would become a perfect blank. But was it Mademoiselle de 
Saint Maurice, or Clairefont’s newest guest who occupied so 
important a space in her thoughts? She felt angry with 
herself that such a question should “be possible, she re- 
proached herself for her weakness, and summoning her pride 
to her aid, she received the young man’s adieux with haughty 
coldness. ? 

“We shall not meet again before the decisive day,” he 
said. “ Promise me that you will be there. Your presence 
will bea great source of moral strength to your brother, and 
as for myself—” 

He paused, then said with a passionate accent she had 
never known him use before : 

“ As for me, be sure that for you and before you I shall 
accomplish the impossible.” 

She bowed without replying. Then he said farewell to 
the marquis, who could not be shaken from his smiling 
security, and, accompanied by Aunt Isabella, he took his de- 
parture. 
~ Left alone with the old marquis, it seemed to Antoinette 
that the day was gloomier, the rain more determined, the 
wind more cutting. She did not open her lips until the 
evening, but sat absently listening to her father who 
chattered on about nothing at all, like a word-out windmill 
turning on and on though there is nothing to grind. 

The noxt day but one brought Mademoiselle de Clairefont 
the delight of news from Aunt Isabella. The old maid had 
written under the influence of an unwonted emotion—she 
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talked almost as much of young Caryajan as of her nephew 
confounding them in her affection. 7 

“Tf you could only see how the poor boy is changed !” 
she wrote. “He has grown so thin and pale. When we 
went to visit him, it seemed to me as if the corridors we had 
to go through would never end, but at last the gaoler 
stopped before a door pierced with a little hole to look 
through, opened it, and then we saw my boy. He gave an 
exclamation of delfght when he saw me, then as he re- 
cognised Paseal, he drew himself up to his full height and 
they stood for a moment facing each other. Robert did not 
know then that our friend was going to defend him, and in 
his surprise at seeing him he forgot my presence. ‘Why 
is the son of Monsieur Carvajan here?’ he cried violently, 
Then ‘the other replied in the voice you know and with a 
mildness which touched me to the heart: ‘To protect the 
honour and the liberty of the son of Monsieur de Clairefont,’ 
They looked at each other, as if cach were scarching the 

eother’s very soul, then with a sigh they fell in one another's 
arms. Thoy understood each other ina second. Then my 
boy threw pride to the winds, and, no longer restraining his 
feelings, wept bitterly between us two. We told him all— 
the marquis’s illness and the events which have followed it. 
He seemed as though he would never tire of kissing me and 
pressing Pascal’s hands. He sends you his best love and 
says you are to kiss his father for him. We shall see him 
again to-morrow and every day now.” 

Antoinette watered this letter with her tears. She 
pictured te herself Pascal and Robert embracing one another, 
both confident and glad. What an equality in their affection, 
and yet how great the difference between them! Pascal the 
son of a roturier—Robert the descendant of the masters of 
the provinee. The one, with his bronzed complexion, his 
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with ruddy cheeks, fair hair, large nose, blue eyes and long 
drooping moustache, the incarnation of courage and 
physical strength. It was a striking contrast and one which 
clearly defined the temperament and personality of each. 
She herself, as she pictured them thus side by side, asked 
herself which looked the prouder and the nobler—the aris- 
tocrat or the plebeian. And to the question she could make 
no reply. a 

Aunt Isabella wrote every day now, and she scemed as if 
she could not say enough in praise of Pascal. They were 
both lodging at the carriage-builder’s in the Saint Sever 
quarter, sharing the expenses of their housekeeping, 

“Tdo not know what I should have done without him,” 
said Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice, “We pass our even- 
ings chatting, and he tells me all about bis travels. Ah, 
how I misjudged him at first, because of his timidity! For 
he really is as reserved and gentle as a girl. He talks to 
me for hours together, my dear, and I could listen to him 
for ever. I could never have believed a man’s tongue could 
be so well oiled! And now that we are on confidential 
terms, he tells me everything. If you only knew what he 
has had to endure because of us! But he has expressly 
told me never to talk to you of it, and you see I do not be- 
tray my trust. Only, there is one little detail I must tell 
you, because it proves how uneasy our enemies are at 
Pascal helping us. A few days before we left for Rouen, 
Chassevent fired at the dear boy one evening in the valley 
of the Great Marl-Pit. Yes, those rascals actually tried to 
deprive us of our advocate! But he escaped,*so he must 
be meant to triumph. That is what Fate wills, and that is 
what my dreams tell me.” 

Then a few days later: ’ 

“The great day is drawing near, the session has com- 
menced. Pascal took me, yesterday morning, to see the 
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took me to hear a case tried to accustom me to a trial, I 
was awed. How majestic and terrible all these judges 
- looked in their red robes! They made me think of a 
tribunal of Inquisitors. At one end of the room is a great 
Crucifix, towards which witnesses used to stretch their 
hands when they took the oath. Now they no longer swear 
before God—which will make it much easier for our adver- 
saries to lie, But for all that I feel very confident. Yes- 
terday we met Fleury, Tondeur, and Pourtois The two 
first turned away like a couple of Jesuits, the last glanced 
at us entreatingly. Just fancy, that big man has fallen 
away so in these few weeks that you would hardly know 
him. The skin on his face hangs in loose folds, and he’s as 
thin a$ a ‘lathe.’ Pascal feels sure that the miserable 
wretch has perjured himself, and that it is his remorse 
which is consuming him.” 

Then at length a last letter came: 
* “Tt is only three days now, but how slowly the time 
seems to pass! If you start from La Neuville the morning 
of the trial, you will get here at twenty minutes past ten, 
and that will be in plenty of time. I will meet you at the 
railway-station in the Rue Verte. The Paris barrister is 
here—Pascal saw him this morning. The great man has 
gone to some friend of his at Malaunay for some shooting. 
He will speak between two battues. He is radical to the 
back-bone, and, what makes him so vicious is that he has not 
yet managed to be elected senator. Why ever don’t they 
elect him arfd rid us of him! As the terrible moment ap- 
proaches, Robert becomes calmer. He confides in justice 
and his defender. He looks a little more like himself, but 
that is not saying very much, as you will see for yourself. 
How I wish if were over!” 

The morning of her departure, Antoinette, who, up to 
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still ia bed when she went to him. He raised himself on 
his pillows, while the smile which was now always hovering 
round his lips disappeared, and the meaning returned to his 
glance. Then he said in his old tones: 

“My daughter, this is a time of terrible anxiety for us. 
Go and help your brother. Go and take my place, and show 
by your presence how sure we are that,a Clairefont cannot 
have been wanting in honour. Take my blessing te-my 
son, and tell him that whatever may be the result I shall 
never doubt his innocence.” 

Then the old man laid his hand ou his daughter’s head, 
and added gently : 

“Go, my child, and be brave.” 


CHAPTER Xt, 


Ir was three o’clock*and daylight was beginning to fade in 
the assize court. The scats were crowded with an enormous 
throng, which gathered in the passages, and overflowed 
even into the spaces reserved for the reporters and barristers, 
In a corner of the first row of seats, where they were shielded 
from the gaze of the curious, Antoinette and Aunt Isabella 
had been listening since morning to the terrible debate, on 
the result of which hung all they held most dear in this world 
—the honour and the life of Robert. 
Before them lay the empty space in the middle of which 
» was the Bar, and, beyond, the table with the incriminating 
articles—a woollen scarf and a silk handkerchief. Quite at 
the end of the hall sat the judges, impassive, severely grave, 
and awe-inspiring. On the left was the jury-box, and on 
the right the dock, where stood a Clairefont between two 
gendarmes. Seated just below his client was Pascal in his 
black robe with the white ermine on the shoulder. The 
whole audience was wrapt in the deepest attention, and the 
struggle between the prosecution and the defence was 
growing hotter and hotter. 
*, The exagaination of the prisoner had been favourable to 
Robert, who, following Pascal’s advice, had displayed much 
tact and moderation. The declaration of Doctor Margueron 
had also left a good impression, but the evidence of the 
other witnesses had had an opposite effect upon the jury. 
Tondeur and Fleury had told of deeds of terrible violence 
which the young count had committed, and Pourtois, with * 
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the murder. The Tubcufs and the stableman from Mor- 
tagné had next been called, and, making use of his discre- 
tionary power, the presiding judge had heard Chassevent’s 
account of the crime. 

This adverse evidence, skilfully twined together, formed 
a mass of proof very difficult to assail. Yet Pascal, with 
imperturbable coolness and decision, had carefully cross- 
examined the witnesses, casting doubt upon their testimony, 
and attempting to make them contradict cach other. One 
point which he especially wanted to bring forward was the 
good terms on which Rose and Robert stood with one 
another, She had followed him that evening of her own _ 
free will—he had not made any effort to persuade her, All 
the witnesses corroborated this, thinking it tended to prove 
the crime—ah, yes, poor child, she went gaily off upon his 
arm—they heard her laughing from the road. She did not 
want much coaxing to flirt with the son of the marquis, and 
he—! 'e 
In the dock, the oaken rail of which had been polished 
by the restless hands of successive generations of criminals, 
Robert stood perfectly impassive, listening. In his heart 
he was complaining bitterly against the iniquity of this 
trial. “TI have often denied the existence of judicial errors,” 
he thought, “and said that they were impossible. And 
yet I feel that I, an innocent man, am being overwhelmed 
by a mass of unanswerable evidence, and that those jury- 
men opposite, if their minds are not enlightened by the 
voice of my defender, will condemn me thinkipg they are 
acting justl:, and certainly according to their conscience.” 
But he kept calm, making no denial to the agcusations save 
by the proud firmness of his attitude. Once only when he 
heard Chassevent charge him with his violenj temper, did 
he lose patience, and suddenly addressing the poacher, he 
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did not commit is not the only one of which the Great Marl- 
Pit has been the scene. A murder was attempted? there 
quite recently, but of that you do not speak.” 

Chassevent turned pale, and the presiding judge ordered 
Robert to explain himself, but the young count’s heat had 
died out again and he only answered : 

“T am not here to accuse, but to defend myself. That 
man knows very well what I meant.” And it was im- 
possible to draw anything further from him. 

But the prosecution had lost ground, and the auditors 

felt there was some mystery surrounding the accusers. 
Then the barrister who was supporting the action Chasse- 
vent had brought for damages, began to speak and so the 
combat,was renewed. Elegant, logical and treacherous, his 
speech entangled Robert in a net of moral proof, while it 
left the public prosecutor to dwell upon the material and 
circumstantial evidence of guilt. 
e During this terrible attack, Antoinette and Aunt Isabella 
were on the rack. Their suffering was too intense for 
description. They thought the case lost. Never could 
Pascal efface the impressions left by this horrible diatribe 
in which Robert’s character was analysed with startling 
skill—all the good and generous side being left in obscurity 
and the rough, authoritative, violent traits brought promi- 
nently forward. Thus portrayed, the count was indeed the 
man who had committed the crime and stifled Rose in a 
movement of brutality, unintentional perhaps but none the 
less fatal. , 

The speech of the public prosecutor put the finishing 
touch to the terror of the unhappy women. As he stood in 
his red gown, this hollow-voiced man seemed to them like 
the fore-runngr of the executioner. His threatening arm 
looked as though it would sweep off Robert’s head, and to 
their terrified ears his emphatic eloquence had a sinister 
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its effect upon them, and it threw them into a state of utter 
prostration. And yet they managed to understand that 
amidst all his sonorous, high sounding words the speaker 
conceded attenuating circumstances. It meant penal servi- 
tude instead of the scaffold, and the thought exasperated 
Aunt Isabella to such a degree that her niece had all the 
difficulty in the world to prevent her interrupting the pro- 
ecedings and causing an irremediable standal. 

“A Clairefout in prison, in a penitentiary, never!” ground 
out the old maid between her clenched teeth, “I would 
rather take him some poison myself.” 

“ Listen, aunt,” whispered Antoinette, “pray listen, and 
see how calm Monsieur Pascal still is.” 

“Tt’s the calmness of despair |” . 

The peroration of the public prosecutor was an appeal to 
the severity of the jury—the enlightened protector of judicial 
equality—and an emphatic scourging of the idleness which 
leads to crime. His last words were followed by a startlad 
silence. 

Then the presiding judge slowly pronounced the customary 
phrase giving the defender the right of speech and amidst a 
murmur of curiosity, Pascal rose. 

He was very pale, but never had ardent determination 
shone more plainly on a man’s face. He turned and scanned 
his audience, allowing his eyes to rest on Antoinette for one 
brief moment as though seeking inspiration from her eoun- 
tenance, then he commenced to speak. His tones at first 
were low and almost indolent, as if he disdaimed to refute 
his adversaries’ arguments, but there was a penetrating 
sweetness in them which sent a thrill of delight throughout 
the auditory. 

Before he commenced to argue he let the imfluence of his 
paressinge voice have full sway. Like some great instru- 
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entirely master of himself that the celebrated Paris bargister 
drew his brows together in a frown, and ceased to arrange 
his papers with an affectation of indifference. The judge 
was sitting erect in his deep arm-chair. ‘The jury, a prey to 
that mental agitation which is always produced by a master 
whether of music or of oratory upon his hearers, sat motion- 
less and intent. And in the whole, vast hall, which was 
darkened by the first shadows of evening, there was not a 
movement, not a whisper. 

Pascal’s melodious voice flowed on endued with a still 
more poetic charm by the semi-obscurity amidst which it 
was heard, and Antoinette, her heart throbbing, her nerves 
vibrating, listened to Robert’s defender with mingled 
anguish and delight. She knew well that it was for love of 
her he was speaking, that all this seductive persuasion was 
being addressed to her. In her emotion she did not hear 
or understand what Pascal was saying, but his eyes, which 
fiever left her, were still more eloquent than his words. “I 
love you,” they said ; “all that I have done, all that I shall 
do, has been and will be to serve you. I am fighting for 
you, for you alone. Do not fear. Since it is your cause I 
am defending I shall be endued with superhuman strength 
and I shall triumph.” 

Antoinette felt a sudden confidence take possession of 
her. She was no longer afraid. She was in a kind of 
numb torpor in which she could not distinguish the 
phantom frem the reality. It seemed to her that she was 
enveloped if a mist, and that she was losing consciousness 
of the things around her. She found herself being carried 
away into hazy space where she listened to the chanting of 
a divine voice which evoked the memory of her own and 
her brother‘$ childhood. Again she saw the park at 
Clairefont, bathed in sunlight. A delicate-looking woman 
was walking on the terrace—it was the marchioness bearing — 
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were the orphans who had not known a mother’s love and 
tenderness, and who, between their father utterly devoted 
to his scientific pursuits, and their aunt who loved, but was 
unable to guide them, had grown up in a liberty which was 
almost wildness. And the family lived a life of patriarchal 
monotony in the vast, silent, deserted chateau, with the 
children displaying a reverential affection for their father, 
and an absolute submission to all his caprices ; and then 
gradually ruin drew nearer and nearer to the home, and the 
hostility to the old man, originating in the covetousness of 
the whole country side, grew more and more marked.¢ 
Then as the dull, sullen struggle continued between the 
confederates, who longed to gain possession of the estate, 
and the marquis, now little more than a monomamiac, all 
the seamy shady sides of the speculation were turned out- 
side and light was shed upon its darkness and its mean- 
ness, 

And still the divine voice was sounding in her ears 
But now it was no longer melancholy and caressing—it rang 
with a severe though sad sonority, and its touching accents 
fled straight to the hearts of its hearers, It rose in 
harmonious richness, filling every mind with strong con- 
viction. The periods were shorter, the arguments more 
pointed as they rushed forth like attacking columns, And 
Antoinette listened, dominated by a feverish, absorbing 
curiosity, merging her identity in that of the man who was 
charming her ears, living his life, warming with his en- 
thusiasm, breathing his breath, helping and encouraging 
him, until at last she was imbued with the idea that she 
was herself defending her brother—that these incisive, . 
powerful words were the expression of her thought, and that 
it was she who was speaking through Pascal’s Kips. 

The sensation was so real that it aroused her from her 
dream. Her eyes unclosed, and she saw again her aunt, 
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The pallor had fled from Pascal’s cheeks, and his face 
glowed with a contagious excitement, while his gestures 
were now broad and vigorous. He was arguing and 
reasoning with scathing irony, basing his defence on the 
questions he had put to the witnesses in his cross-examina- 
tion of them. He wrestled with his adversaries and over- 
threw them with a force that was irresistible. ‘The edifice 
of facts, so carefully raised to enclose and keep Robert 
prisoner, crumbled away to ruins. And by a clever grada- 
tion, the speaker had now arrived at the question of what 

emotive Robert could have had to commit the crime, and 
was showing the impossibility of finding one in any way 
plausible. 

Why ghould he have killed the girl? What object could 
he have had in doing so? What reason? What interest ? 
There were no moral presumptions on which an enlightened 
mind could for an instant dwell, and the circumstantial 
proof was more than doubtful. Who had seen the mur- 
derer? Chassevent and Pourtois. Under what circum: 
stances had they seen him? In the distance, in the dark, 
hurrying away, And what dependence could be placed 
upon the evidence of this father who was influenced bya 
cupidity shown in his demand for damages? Of course he 
would make Monsieur de Clairefont the culprit—Monsieur 
de Clairefont who could pay, and not the skulking good-for- 
nothing, the mysterious and real murderer who had not 
been searched for, because there was no wish to find him. 
And Pourtois! A trembling, frightened witness, tortured 
by terrors which seemed very like remorse, who stammered 
and waited for Chassevent to prompt him, and who, in 
short, had seen nothing but what the old poacher had tuld 
him to see, And it was on the testimony of such people as 
these that any one dared to base a capital accusation | 

Ironic, indignant. scourgine. he went on ta aneak nf tha 
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snare in which Robert had been so skilfully caught, no 
longer choosing his words but aiming deadly blows, while 
his taunts and sarcasms hissed and whistled in the silence, 
like a volley of builets. The terrified confederates saw all 
their strongholds fall one after the other, before the furious 
onslaughts of their adversary. He was left master of the 
field—all was overturned and swept away, and the accusa- 
tion was reduced to nothing. Fleury, Tondeur and 
Chassevent glanced at each othet in terror; Pourtois 
moaned and writhed on his seat as utterly limp as a burst 
balloon. Paseal’s victory was assured, and his vanquished 
auditory began to sway and undulate in their desire t& 
applaud and show their approval. 

Then, suddenly returning to the soft, smooth gentleness 
with which he had begun to speak, he concluded hfs oration 
in tones more harmonious and more tender than those of a 
prayer. The rounded phrases floated on the air like the 
fumes from a censer. The clamour and the fury vanished, 
leaving only tender and profound pity for the unhappy 
man who had suffered so unjustly. The phantom of the 
victim herself. was evoked to plead in favour of the innocent. 
A delicious sense of peace stole over every listener —every 
vileness and wickedness were put aside to leave only candour 
and purity. Then the voice of the speaker died away in 
silence, and from the crowded court arose a murmur, pro- 
longed and panting as a sob. 

For the first time since the morning, Antoinette aud 
Aunt Isabella looked at each other without restraint. 
Their faces were bathed in tears, but hope shtne once more 
in their eyes. ‘hey clasped each  other’s trembling 
hands, but neither dared to speak. 

The sudden sound of noisy applause aroused them 
roughly from their joy. The barrister to Whom the care of 
the civil action had been entrusted was rising in much 
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decisive blow, he did not hesitate to employ a personal 
mode of attack. With mischievous, diabolical ingenuity, 
he seized on what Pascal had said about the conspiracy. 
against the Clairefont family, and made that the excuse for 
allusions of a savage ferocity. What! Was it Pascal who 
was denouncing these ‘things! But could they be so repre- 
hensible since, so it-was said, it was his own father who had 
instigated them 3 Were financial operations to be presented 
in the light of shady machinations? The desire of con- 
vincing his audience had carried the counsel for the defence 
too far, and he had forgotten what he owed to justice, what 
he owed to himself. But the motives which had urged him 
to take up the defence of Robert de Clairefont were in- 
explicable, and they undoubtedly concealed a manceuvre 
by which the opinion of the j jury was to be misled. 

These few cold, pointed sentences caused a feeling of 
uneasiness in the court. The jurymen looked at one 
another, and Antoinette’s heart grew heavy, for she knew 
flow deeply the venomous words must wound Pascal. She 
felt at that moment as if she were witnessing a deadly 
combat. She grasped Aunt Isabella’s arm so tightly that 
her fingers almost left bruises on Mademoiselle de Saint 
Maurice’s flesh, and she tried to pray, but the only words 
her lips could form were, “‘ My God! My God !” 

Pascal started to his feet, He shook his head as might a 
wounded lion his mane, his eyes flashed fire, and striking 
the bar before him with his clenched fist, he cried : 

“So this is to what you have come? In despair of 
harming tRe man I defend you attempt to strike him 
through me. You accuse me of having forgotten the name 
I bear, in taking up my present position, and you dare to 
question the cleatness of my conscience! Weill then, my 
conclence shail give the reply. Yes, I have abandoned all, 
I have repudiated, I have forgotten everything, to lend 
Robert de Clairefont the aid of my speech, and that is the 
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most brilliant proof of his innocence I could possibly give 
you.s If he had committed . this crime,’ what man should I 
be—I the son of his’ father’s enemy, I, who am supporting 
ahd encouraging hifn 1 “His guilt means mine, my honour 
vouchés for his. And so at tBis’ moment, every force and 
energy in my being arises to attest”to you that he is not 
guilty |” = ms 

It was the expression of so great san exasperation, an 
outbreak of such violence that the two women forgot all 
and saw nothing but Pascal standing superb in his indigna- 
tion, radiant with pride. For some seconds he was simply in 
transfigured, as he glanced defiantly at his opponent, ready 
to continue the struggle, to lay bare his heart, to have the 
knife thrust into his quivering flesh, if needs vere, to 
assure the triumph of his cause, All around him be saw 
faces glowing and eager with emotion. He guessed that 
the battle was won, and, with an ample gesture which in- 
cluded the whole court, he said : : 

“Now, I think I have said efough. Any further in- 
sistance would be but an insult to my hearers,” 

And that was the last cannon boom of the battle. . . 

The presiding judge tead over the usual formula to the 


jery, in a sulky voice, and seeing the shattered condition of: ° 


_the prosecution, mentioned, as a last hope, the subsidiary : 


question of death having been caused by wounds or blows 
inflicted without the intention of killing. But his summing- 
up was almost equivalent to an abandonment of the case. 
Then the judges withdrew, the jury retired to deliberate upon 
their verdict, the prisoner was taken out of court, and with” 
noisy animation the audience rose and stretched their 
limbs. | 

The prétoire was besieged with barristers who crowded 
round Pascal and enthusiastically congratulated him on his 
speech. The great confrdre from Paris himself threaded hia 
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opponent, and Aunt Isabella was Jost’i in astonishment as she 
saw the two men shake each other by. the hand and smile. 
“What! He is speaking to him! [should have thought 
he would have tried to Strangle him after whaf thay have 
been saying to each othe? !*~ ‘ : 
' “They were only ‘words, auntie. «Blown ‘away by the 
wind as soon as uttered.” 
“Oh, my dear, did you hear our Pascal ? What a splen- 
did fellow, to be sure ! I could hardly breathe, there was 
: ‘such a lump in my throat—and I went first cold then hot ! 
2 Goodnéss, what talent it must need to move people to such 


a degree! And did“you notice the jury? Ob, my child, 
how pleased I am !” 

“ Wait a little while, auntie ;. it is not all over yet.” 

‘: iy Nonsense ! Can there be any doubt of the verdict ? 
» All those men can’t surely have been bought over by Carva- 
_ jan—and the case is as clear as daylight.” 

The old maid jumped to her feet as if moved by a spring. 
Pascal was standing before her. He had slipped away from 
the admiration of his brother-barristers and had come to 

" seek his recompense—alook, a word from Antoinette. 
+“ Well, my dear boy,” exclaimed lemoiselle de Saint 
“Maurice, excitedly, “he is saved, i8n’t he?” ° 
* "TJ hope so,” answered the young man ; “and it is the 
general opinion, but with a jury ‘one never knows. We 
3 must wait patiently.” 
“ How long the time seems!” murmured Antoinette. 
“Tt will seem short*when you are going home with your 
brother.” . * 
| “Oh, is it possible that I may do so? I have so despaired.” 
“Well, you will know in a moment now.” 
The little bell rafig, announcing that the jury had decided. 
A deep hush, Whieh oppressed the two women painfully, fell 
over the hall, and the public resumed their seats in im- 


patient curiosity. Pascal regained his place-at the bar; 
Y 
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then the judges came in, looking stern and sombre. The 
Jampi had been lighted during the interval, and the dull, 
severe faces of the magistrates stood out sharply against the 
high, dark wainscoting. The jury re-entered, and rising to 
their feet everyone awaited the verdict with eager anxiety. 
Then the thin, trembling voice of the foreman was heard 
saying : 

“On my honour and my consciences before God and be- 
fore man, the verdict of the jury on all the charges is—Not 
Guilty.” 

From every part of the court arose a glad, excited accla- 
mation at the acquittal. Then, when quiet reigned again, 
the prisoner was brought back to his place, and as he stood 
anxious and trembling, a frightful bellowing was heard like 
that of an animal being killed. It was Mademoiselle de 
Saint Maurice who, for the first time in her life, was hysteri- 
cal, Twenty people at once hurried to the old maid’s 
assistance, and the words of the judge, nonsuiting Chasse- 
vent’s claim and commanding the release of Robert, were 
lost amidst an uproar impossible to allay. Then the judges 
retired, the prétoire-was deserted, and the usher called for 
the court to be cleared. 

“Auntie, let us go and find Robert!” exclaimed Antoin- 
ette. 

These words at once restored Mademoiselle de Saint 
Maurice to her senses, and rising to her feet, she put her hat 
straight with a scared gesture, and stammored out : 

“ Where is the boy 1” 

Guided by Pascal, supported by her niece, she reached 
the door by which the witnesses had entered the court, and 
there, in the ante-room she found Robert ewaiting her. She 
hurried to him with outstretched arms, but_he anticipated 
her, and pressing Pascal to him, cried: ~ 

“This one first! And you must not be angry with me 
for shying so, vou whom I Jove so dearly!” 
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“Oh, no!” replied Aunt Isabella, in a transport of de- 
light. “He has well deserved it.” - . 

The young count caught hold of his sister and his aunt, 
gathered them to his broad bosom, laughing and crying at 
the same time, then, pushing them towards his defender : 

“Kiss him!” he cried. ‘I owe him my life, for I had 
resolved to kill myself, if I were condemned.” 

With a thrill Antoinette found herself quite close to Pas- 
eal, The room seemed to swim round her, and she thought 
she was going to fall, but she managed to take his hand and 
press it convulsively, and then with an exquisite emotion, 
she felt her hair brushed by the lips of her brother’s defender. 

Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice could not take her eyes 
off Robert. It seemed as though she had not seen him for 
ages. 

“You do not look like you did yesterday, my poor boy,” 
she said. 

“No, aunt. To-day, mine is the face of a happy man.” 

“My dear count,” said Pascal, “if you will take my advice, 
you will not stay here any longer than you can help. We 
will go and get the formal permission-for you to leave the 
prison, and you can catch the eight o’clock train to La 
Neuville. In the meantime, perhaps, the ladies will send a 
telegram to Monsieur Malézeau who will bear the news to 
your father. We must not delay his joy by a minute.” 

“You are right, as always! But are these good men 
going to come with us?” he asked, designating the gendarmos 
who were standing a little apart. 

“They must take you back, in the same way as they 
brought you.” . 

“They have been very kind to me. Aunt, give me all the 
money you have about you.” And he emptied the contents 
of Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice’s purse into the hands of 
the astonished men; then, turning to Pascal, said; “ Let us 
go. I confess I am eager to be free to go whither I choose.” 
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By nine o'clock, they were in sight of La Neuville. The 
train slackened speed on the Pont de la Thelle and whistled 
to announ.e its entrance into the railway-station. Robert, 
leaning out of the window, saw the lamps in the distance, 
dotting the darkness with brilliant spots. At last he nerv- 
ously rose to his feet, saying : : 

“ Tn half an hour we shall be kissing our father.” 

But a surprise was awaiting him at the station. On the 
platform he found Croix-Mesnil walking up and down. The 
two friends uttered a simultaneous exclamation of pleasure, 
and before the train had stopped the count had leapt out, 
and was exchanging some rapid words with the baron. The 
latter, with moist eyes and beaming face, bowed to Antoinette 
and Aunt Isabella, pressed Pagcal’s hand and saying, “Come . 
along,” led the way out of the station. They crossed 
the waiting-room, and before the door, seated in the old 
britska, they found the marquis. 

-He was awaiting, with Malézeau, the arrival of his son, 
He had wished, as the head of the family, to be there to 
receive him, and thus in a way to solemnly reinstate him in 
his former position. . Robert, who had borne unfinchingly 
all the terrible trials that had befallen him, broke down 
before this manifestation of his father’s affection, and fell 
upon the old man’s neck, weeping like a child. — 

“There’s a group of happy people, Pascal,” said Malézeau, 
“and it is to you they owe their joy. I hope they will not 
forget it.” 

The young man sadly shook his head. 

_ “TI shall not allow their gratitude to be a navy burden 
‘to them,” he replied. 

And approaching the carriage, he took his leave in a few 
brief sentences, steadfastly refused the pressing invitation 
of Robert who wanted him to go to Clairefont, and went 
away, with Malézeau. He watched the carriage which was 
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bearing off Antoingtte disappear in the darkness, then with 
a sigh, he muttered: 

“It is all over!” 

And was not his dream of happiness indeed at an end? 

He walked on with Malézeau through the silent, slumber- 
ing town. As they passed through the Rue du Marché 
they noticed a light in the windows of Carvajan’s office. 

“Your father is‘tfp late,” said the lawyer. 

And as some dark shadows moved across the blinds ; 

“He is not alone,” added Pascal. “ Fleury and Tondeur 
caught the train before ours, and no doubt they are holding 
a council of war at this very moment. What can they still 
wish to do?” : 

“Nething, I would swear. I met Monsieur Carvajan at 
seven o’clock this evening—I had gone to the telegraph 
office to ask if the telegram I was so impatiently awaiting 
had not come. Your father, for the same reason, was al- 
weady there. We bowed to each other in silence, for we had 
not spoken for more than three weeks, and we waited there 
in much anxiety. In about a quarter of an hour the tele- 
graphic apparatus began to move, and the clerk who shared 
our curiosity, called out to us, ‘Acquitted!’? We did not 
wait to hear more, but came away. Outside, your father 
paused ; he was very pale, and I thought he was going to 
faint. 1 went up to him ; he caught hold of my arm, clung 
to it, and said in'‘stifled tones ; ‘1 was sure he would win the 
day. From the moment he turned against us, I looked upon 
all as lost. ¢ He is a Carvajan, you see. He has all my de: 
termination combined with his education and a je ne sais ¢ 
that he has got from his mother.’ ‘A noble heart,’ I nai. © 
He bent his head. ‘Perhaps that is the secret of his 
strength,’ heenuttered. ‘ He has ideas different from other 
people’s and he can express them in a way that no one else 
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must have spoken well. That chatter-box from Paris who 
has cost me such a sum in fees didn’t have an ounce of in- 
fluence, I know, nor the Avocat-Général either! He swept 
them all before him! Ha, ha! He’s a true Carvajan !’ 

“Your father concluded with a gesture of pride, then he 
said no more until he reached his own door. There he 
stopped, and holding me by the button of my coat, ‘Malé- 
zeau,’ he said, ‘ shall we be friends again? Bring me my son 
to-morrow morning.’ And seeing that Iwas about to speak; 
‘Not a word,’he added. ‘Think it over first, and advise the 
boy. Good-bye.’ And he went indoors, You can see from 
that, that he has no intention of continuing the struggle. 
Besides he could not, even if he would, But do you feel 
inclined to gratify his desire?” . 

“TJ am quite willing to see my father,” said Pascal, “ but I 
will not go to his house. He has tumed me out of it.” 

«TJ will let him-know what you say.” 

They had reached the lawyer's door by this time and they, 
entered the house. 

“You will have some supper, will you not?” asked 
Malézeau. 

«Tam not ashamed to own that fam dying with hunger, 
and ready to drop with fatigue.” 

“Come, my dear,” said the lawyer to his wife who was 
rushing downstairs, showering felicitations on Pascal in a 
voice trembling with delight, “ Here is a young conqueror 
who stands less in need of congratulation than of cold 
chicken. Lead the way to the dining-room, if yqu please.” 

Pascal slept the sleep of victory that night, and it was 
broad daylight when he awoke. In the garden, laid bare by 
the autumn winds, the birds were chirping metrily as they 
chased one another amongst the leafless shrubs. The young 
man rose, and seeing how blue the sky was: 

*“'Phey are happy at Clairefont this morning,” he thought. 
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In his imagination he could see a stately girl walking up 
and down on the golden gravel by the stone baluswade. 
Her dress was no longer black, but bright and gay as her 
own thoughts, Beside her walked a tall young man, as he, 
Pascal, had done, nearly every day, during the time of 
trouble. But when happiness returned to the house it had 
driven the protector out, and it was now Robert or Croix- 
Mesnil who accompasied Antoinette in her walk. “Did I 
not know beforeband that it would be thus?” thought Pas- 
cal. “And am I going to compliin? No, no! Let them 

« be glad even at the price of my own happiness. By restor- 
ing peace to their minds, and tranquillity to their hearts, I 
have only acquitted my father’s terrible debt.” 

He went down to the garden and sauntered along the box- 
bordered paths, listening to the murmur of a little fountain 
which rippled into a basin in the middle of the lawn, Just: 
as the mayoralty clock struck eleven, a window on the ground 

_ fjoor was opened, and Malézean appeared, saying, 

“Pascal, will you come into my office 1” 

The young man went into the house, passed through the 
study, opened a door, and, standing by the mantelpiece in the 
lawyer’s office, he saw his father. He stood motionless, 
gazing at the banker, and thinking how changed he looked. 
Malézeau gathered up some papers and went into the study, 
leaving the father and son together. 

“Pascal,” said Carvajan, holding out his hand. 

Coldly the son placed his in it. Then drawing forward a 
chair for his father, he remained standing before him. 

“ Are you willing that all should be forgotten ?” asked the 
mayor after some hesitation. ‘‘ You see, it is I who come to 
you. I have been wrong. But you have forced me to 
make bitter egpiation for my faults.” 

“Father, it does not depend solely on me that all should 
be forgotten. I am not the only one in question. There 
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“The people up there,” growled Carvajan, pointing towaids 
the hNl. “ Well, what more do they want? You have as- 
sured their triumph. They have got the best of it. Do 
they want me to go and tender my homage as well?” And 
with a dreadful laugh, the old man added: “Ah, if they had 
not had you!” Then changing his tone: “I suppose they 
will know how to show their gratitude?” he said. ‘ 

Pascal could not help a blush rising t8 his cheek. 

“T expect no recompense from anyone, father.” 

“Not even from the beautiful Antoinette? She would be 
indeed ungrateful, if, after all you have done for her, she did 
not love you.” 

“TI purpose going away next week,” said Pascah, abruptly, 
“and it will be a long while before I retura to La Neuville, 
again.” 

“Indeed ? And they will allow you to go? But, of course, 
why should they keep you? They have no further need of 
you. You have saved the heir of the house, and you have 
given them your money—what more is there for them to get? 
You would only be in the way, my poor boy ; your pres- 
ence would be a constant reminder of the services you have 
rendered. You will always be very much liked, but if you're 
at a distance, it will be so much pleasanter ! ” 

- “Father!” 

“Listen-—will you stay? For you I will give up all my 
schemes of ambition. People know now what you have in 
you, and if you would stand at the next election no one 
would dare to offer himself as an opponent. Yoy might be 
the master of the district, if you liked; we could rule 
it, Pascal. Do you understand what I am ready to do 
for your future? If you chose—well, we could make the 
thankless understand what a man like you is werth. Come 
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shall not alter it. It will do me good to expatriate myself 
for a little while.”” " 

“Then you will accept nothing at my hands?” 

Pascal looked fixedly at his father. 

“Will you give me what I ask you?” 

, A furrow came on Carvajan’s forehead; still, he answered : 
» “Make your request.” 

“ Well, then, my task is still incomplete. I have obtained 
an acquittal for Robert de Clairefont, I have snatched him 
from the hands of the law, but I have not quite washed 
away the stain which soils his honour, I have not found the | 
real culprit. Father, help me to obtain this last success, 
and many disagreeable recollections will be effaced from my 
memony.” 

The old man sat lost in thought ; he seemed to forget he 

- was not alone. 

“The same nature,” he muttered; “the same ardour, the 
game determination, ovly he has not drawn his strength 
from rancour, as I have done. He has devoted himself to 
his love as I have devoted myself to my hatred. What is 
the good of raising obstacles? He will only overtum 
them.” 

Then, emerging from his meditation : 

“T cannot tell you what you wish to know—I do not 
know it myself, But Chassevent no longer dares to lay 
snares at night in the Clairefont valley, and Pourtois is but 
the shadow of his former self. The Great Marl-Pit contains 
a secret-—it, is there you must search.” 

“Thank you. I will search.” 

Carvajan had risen. 

“You will not go away without seeing me again?” he 
said. ° 

“No, father.” 


6 Wee ee I 
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About three o'clock, Robert arrived in quest of Pascal. 
At thee chfteau they were all astonished’ that he had not 
yet been to see them, and Aunt Isabella in particular was 
furious. 

“T have been busy about you,” said Pascal, in excuse, 
“So Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice will forgive me,” 

Then they set ont for Clairefont. It was a lovely autumn 
afternoon, The beeches in the park Hd turned a deep, 
rich red which made the green of the firs look still more 
sombre by contrast. The air was soft and mild and the 
larks were soaring high into the sky, gaily carolling the 
while. The two young men took the path where Chasse- 
vent’s bullet bad passed so close to Pascal’s head and tho 
barrister showed his friend the birch tree with the branch 
broken off. 

“It's a good thing for you the rascal hadn’t loaded his 
gun with buck-shot,” said the count. “If he had, he would 
most probably have killed you. And then where should I, 
have been now 7” 

A hundred yards farther on, Robert stopped, and point- 
ing to a large gap in the thicket, where the ground was 
very much trodden and trampled : 

“Why, look!” he said. “Can there be big game here of 
@ night?” 

Pascal stooped down and tried to find the impress of an 
animal’s foot in the chalky soil of the path, but he could 
only see large, blurred tracks. 

“Oh, don’t trouble to look. See how high up the 
branches are broken—it must certainly be some deer. 
We'll have something to say to them one of these days, if 
you like.” 

Pascal made no answer, he was thinking, and ghey finished 
their walk to the chateau in silence. 
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—the marquis ] ying lazily back in 9 large bamboo arm-chair 
while Antoinette read the paper to him, and Aunt Isubella, 
her face redder than ever, busy with her everlasting knit- 
ting. For the first time for a very long while, the occu- 
pants of Clairefont had resumed their tranquil, domestic 
life; and they no longer avoided each other in an endeavour 
to hide their anguish and their tears, for now they had 
only smiling faces to’show. 
It was Fox who announced the arrival of the two young ' 
men by his barks of delight. 
“Ah, here at last is the companion of my exile!” ex- 
_ claimed Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice. And taking the 
barrister by the. shoulders, she kissed him on both checks, 
“Ah, nay dear boy, to-day our hearts are not so heavy, are 
they, eh?” 

Pascal bowed ceremoniously to Mademoiselle de Claire- 
font ; then he looked round for Croix-Mesnil, but the baron 
gad gone back to Evreux only that morning. The marquis 
found all sorts of kind words in which to thank his son’s 
defender. During the last three weeks, he had made 
rapid strides towards health. He had recovered all his 
faculties, but the violent shock to which he had succumbed 
had left an nnconquerable indolence behind it. He no 
longer busied himself with his inventions, and the labora- 
tory was forsaken. He himself told Pascal of this singular 
change, finishing gaily by saying : 

“In fact now I don’t want to work at all, and that, I 
believe, is the surest way to rebuild my fortune.” 

He took the young man’s arm and slowly walked along 
the terrace with him. 

“There are, I know, some questions of interest to be 
settled between us,” he said, “but I will not insult you by 


speaking to you about money. Malézeau is there to arrange 
all that 2 
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sir, if you will allow me to do so,” replied Pascal. “I 
have ‘reasons for thinking that the Great Marl-Pit could 
be made a source of great profit to you. An active 
intelligent manager would soon put it into working order 
again, and I will undertake to find an engineer who will 
devote himself to the task.” 

The marquis watched his companion narrowly as he 
listened to him, and the young man explained his views and 
ideas with a practical lucidity which made a great impres- 
sion on Monsieur de Clairefont. When, tired of walking, the 
old man returned to Aunt Isabella and Antoinette, he took 
advantage of the absence of Pascal and Robert to say: ; 

“T have just been talking business to Monsieur Carvajan, 
and he has astonished me. He is really a very remarkable 
man.” 

“Do you think I have not found that out before now? ” 
cried Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice, impetuously. “TI 
know him—I, who have lived with him, like mother and 
sou. He is nothing short of a marvel. And you take to 
yourself the honour of the discovery !” 

Antoinette, bending over her embroidery, did not utter a 
word, but her fingers shook strangely as they plied the 
needle, 

_ Pascal stayed to dinner at the chateau. All the evening 
he was very reserved in his behaviour, and about ten o'clock 
he took hisleave. Robert offered to go with him as far as the 
little gate in the park, and as he was kissing his aunt, she 
asked ; e . 

“What is the matter with Pascal this evening? He is 
perfectly icy. One cannot get a word from him, can one, 
Antoinette?” 

“ Well, aunt, I have not noticed——” e 

“Oh, you never do see anything, do you?” 

It was a very dark night, and Robert told Bernard to bring 
him a lantern. The old servant seemed uneasy and said : 
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“Tf you will allow me, sir, I will come with you. Once 
night has fallen, if is not very nice to be about alone’ 

“ But why not ?” asked Pascal. 

“ Begging your pardon, sir, but since the accident, all 
about the Great Marl-Pit is haunted, as you might say, 
And things happen there at night that are best not seen.” 

“ Nonsense, you old stupid,” said Robert. ‘‘ Those are 
tales of a coward oma drunkard. But, make yourself easy, 
I am not afraid of anything I may meet.” 

He took the lantern and set off with Pascal. They went 
down the slopes of the park until they reached the short 
cut to the town. The count drew the bolts, opened the 
door, and prepared to go on as far as the outskirts of 
La Neyville, but his companion would not hear of such a 
thing. 

“Here ix the high road,” he said, “and I could find my 
way along it blindfolded.” 

After many friendly protestations, Robert turned back 
‘and Pascal found himself alone. But instead of continuing 
his walk towards La Neuville, he turned in the direction of 
Pourtois’s inn. The tavern was closed and silent, though a 
faint light shone through the crack of the door. Pascal 
gained the narrow footpath that runs beside the Great Marl- 
Pit and mufiling the sound of his steps as much as he could, 
walked up it towards Couvrechamps, attentively watching 
everything around him the while. His only weapon was 
his iron-wood stick, but he was accustomed to nocturnal 
walks through fields and woods, and his heart was not bedt- 
ing any faster than usual. Suddenly he stopped—he had 
just recognised the gap to which Robert had drawn his 
attention that afternoon. Then he went on about fifteen 
paces further, and seeing an enormous juniper tree growing 
amidst the heath by the roadside, he stationed himself with 
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The sky was studded with stars. The moon was rising 
like » coppery disc above the woods of La Saucelle and soon 
the fields would be flooded with her clear, cold light. The 
silence in the deserted valley was disturbed by strange, 
faint rustles—plants were opening their thirsty cups to the 
dews of night, insects were sliding and crawling from branch 
to branch, and the shadows were alive with nocturnal frolics. 

Pascal thought of the evening he*had just passed at 
Clairefont. Not once had Antoinette spoken to him. Her 


behaviour had been such as he bad known it before he had_ 


rendered his services to her family—cold and haughty. 
When he thought she would be forced to bestow her 


confidence and friendship upon him, he found her in-~ 


different and drifting away from him. Was she utterly 
heartless? 'The day before, during the trial, he had seen 
her weeping as he spoke, For a short moment he had 


dominated and taken possession of her ; he had entered her _ 


rebellious heart as its sovereign master. But the impression 
had been but a passing one and he had been speedily 
deprived of his conquest. 

Ah, what comfort and joy would one word from her have 
brought him—one word of loving gratitude! In his hunger 


. for affection, he would have hailed the testimony of a kindly 


feeling as a supreme consolation, and the memory of it 
would have flourished and bloomed in his desolate heart, 
like a flower springing up among some ruins. : 
The Clairefont clock striking twelve changed the course 
of Pascal’s ideas. The moon was now high in the heavens, 


hubs 


and the valley was bathed in silvery light. font what. 


hour ought I to wait? I am here, like Horatio waiting for. 
the ghost of the dead king on the platform of Elsinore. If 
my father has not deceived me, whom am | going to see? 
And if anyone does come, will he pass where I am stand- 
ing 7” 
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chosen, and he stayed obstinately on. He amused himself 
by watching the ghmbols of two hares playing on the path, 
while on the Clairefont heights a fox was barking to summon 
his vixen who was lying hid. But about one o'clock he 
began to lose patience and he was about to go away, intend- 
ing to come again the following night, when the hares 
suddenly pricked up their ears and leapt into the thicket. 
There was a sound ®f footsteps on the path. 

A thrill ran through Pascal’s frame, he clenched his tecth 
and tightened his grasp upon his thick stick. The footsteps 
drew nearer and nearer, ringing clearly in the silence like 
those of a man advancing without any fear or precaution. 
A shadow fell across the moonlight path and, bare-headed 
and with his clothes all disordered, Pascal recognised Roussot. 

He came ony his eyes open and fixed and vacant, his 
movements stiff and automatic as though he were obeying 
force of which he was unconscious. He passed by and 

strode through the gap. Pascal at once started to follow 
him, but the shepherd did not seem to hear him. He 
walked on straight before him without hesitating, without 
pausing, with the regular, even motion of a machine. When 
he reached the edge of the hollow where Rose had been 
found dead by her father and Pourtois, he stopped. An 
expression of despair came over his face, he wrung his 
hands, then with a doleful wail, he went on his way again, 
going in the direction of Couvrechamps. Pascal continued 
to follow him and thus they arrived at the cemetery. The 
-idiot, vauljed over the low wall, and going to a grave, at 
” the head of which stood a simple wooden cross, he threw 
himself on his knees and began to moan. _He fell on the. 
stone and passionately kissed it, murmuring in tones of 
supplicationy “Oh, Rose! Forgive me, Rose!” And it 
was a dreadful sight to see this madman calline to the 
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For a long time Roussot remained there, writhing in an 
agony of regret, “then at last he rose and departed as he had 
come, : 

Pascal stayed ieaainie against the wall, lost in thought. 
The veil had been abruptly torn asunder and now he knew 
the truth. In an iustant his imagination grasped the scene 
of the murder. How was it he had never guessed this be- 

“fore? Again he could see Roussot teasing and playing with 
Rose with dangerous glee. Within this being deprived of 
reason, a passionate desire had sprung up and with the 
ferocious bestiality of a wild animal he had attempted to 
gratify it. In the paroxysm of his amorous fury, he had 
carried Rose off by main force, but the unexpected arrival 
of Chassevent and Pourtois had forced him to fly, and the 
force of his embrace had been mortal. He had killed the 
girl when he had only meant to stifle her cries, and now he 
passed his days in thinking of her, and his nights in seeking 
her and calling her in the nightmare of his phantom-haunted 
sleep. . 

And thus he could be made to betray himself and furnish 
proofs of his own crime. It was sufficient to see him walk 
moaning through the heath, and roll in horrible ecstasy on 
the grave-stone, to dissipate all doubt. But would he 

‘Tepeat on the morrow what he had gone through just now 1 
Would he perform every night this terrible pilgrimage to 
the scene of his crime ? 

Twice more Pascal came, and twice more he witnessed the 


same sight. The somnambulist came, crossed the heath, - 


paused by the excavation, then went on to, th® cemetery, 
each time his frightful nightmare following the same course. 
Then, without mentioning his discovery to a soul, Pascal 
called on Jousselin, asked him to accompany him te the 
house of the Procureur of the Republic, and there he related 
what he had seen, and requested that some one might 
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“T am entirely at your disposal,” said the Procureur, very 
much impressed, “and I will take the necessary m2asures 
to render our expedition legally liseful. Then perhaps 
Monsieur de Clairefont bas been the victim of a deplorable 
judicial orror after all? We thought that you had snatched 
a culprit from our hands,” he added smfling, “though we 
could not but admire your victory. But if your client is 
innocent, we shall ®we you untold thanks, for in France the 
tmagistracy is always ready to own a mistake and only secks 
the truth.” 

‘Then, if you are willing, we will mect at the little park 
door this evening, at eleven o'clock. Monsieur Jousselin 
can post his men inside the church and conceal himself 
near the cemetery, for though I am sure that the shepherd 
can neither see-nor hear when he is-in that condition, it is 
safer for us to hide ourselves.” 

“Good-bye, until this evening.” 

At five o’clock Pascal appeared at Clairefont where he was 
totally unexpected. He was hailed with exclamations of 
delight by Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice and Robert, and 
the marquis received him as usual with the utmost gracious- 
ness. Antoinette walled herself in with a somewhat sombre 
gravity. Lately there had been a great change in her. She, 
avho used to be the light and life of the house, would now 
sit for hours together without opening her lips, and if her 
aunt touched her to arouse her, she would start as though 
suddenly recalled from the land of dreams. She was sweet 
and gentle, as she had always been, but she had evidently 
some scoret which ocenpied all her thoughts. Croix-Mesnil 
had obtained a week’s leave and was staying at the chateau. 
He took immense pains to please and distract the young 
girl, accompanying her on her walks and doing his best to 
make her talk. His conversation was generally about the 
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barrister as if he wished to provoke a retort and would have 
been cnly too happy to be contradicted. At such times 
Antoinette would look at him with a strange expression in 
lrer eyes and simply Jet the conversation drop. 

On this particular day, when Mademoiselle de Clairefont 
saw Pascal coming, she turned to the baron and said 
abruptly : 

“See, here is your friend.” 

Croix-Mesnil turned a little pale, but he answered very 
quietly : : 

“T donot deny that he is my friend. I like everyone 
who is devoted to you.” , 

Antoinette raised her head, glanced searchingly at the 
* young man and replied: . 

“Tf you meant what you said, you would .be either the 
least in’ love or the most generous of men.” ‘Then she 
passed before him to go and meet her brother’s defender, 
and so did not see the cloud of sadness which ‘darkened 
Croix-Mesnil’s face. : : 

During dinner and all through the evening, Pascal was 
unusually gay. He who was generally so grave and reserved, 
allowed his wit full play and held them all under the charm 
of his conversation. He revealed a new Pascal they had 
never known before but whom they liked infinitely. Aunt ~ 
Tsabella sat drinking in the words of her favourite, and 
between him and Robert she was simply beaming. 

“Ys he not charming? I assure you he has completely 
‘exorcised’ me,” she could not help saying to dhe marquis ~- 
in an outburst of enthusiasm. 

At half-past ten Pascal rose to take his leave, in spite of 
Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice’s protests, and asked Robert 
to walk with him. * 


“Only, without any lantern, if you please. If we miss 
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The two friends went of through the park. Soon they 
reached the little"door, opened it and stepped out®on to 
the road. A dark form emerged from the shadow of the 
wall, and a voice asked : : 

“Is that you, Monsieur Carvajan ?” : 

“Yes, it is I, Monsieur le Procureur de la République, 
and Monsieur de Clairefont is with me.” 

“ But what does this mean?” asked Robert, with sudden 
distrust. 

“Tt means the complete vindication of your character, 
sir,” replied the Procureur. “And allow me to assure you of 
the pleasure it will give me to proclaim it.” . 

“And now do not let us talk any more,” said Pascal. And 
leading the way he went silently up the path by the Great 
Marl-Pit. 

For two hours, Jousselin had been watching behind a 
little willow in the cemetery, He had posted one of his 
" qmen at an angle of the wall whence he could survey the 

Couvrechamps road, and two others were hiding in the 

church. Woods and ficlds were wrapt in silence. The 

moon, which was now full, cast blue reflections on the slated 
roof and spire of the little church, and it was so light that 
the inscriptions on the tombs could be easily deciphered. 

Jousselin, chilled to the marrow, for there was a white frost, 

yet did not dare move a limb and waited in patient stillness, 

Still he began to feel a little anxious—suppose the shepherd 

did not come? Robert had always had the sympathy of the 

good-hearted commissary since the day of ‘the confronting 

with the body, and he would have been delighted to see the 
last doubts, which some were still obstinate enough to en- 
tertain about the count’s innocence, dispelled. 

Tt was twoeo’clock in the morning when he heard the low 
whistle which was the signal he had agreed upon with his 
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ivy with which the;wall was covered rustled as if some heavy 
body were brushing against it, and Roussot appeared with 
the moon shining full upon him. His eyes were open, but 
they wore visionless. 

He slipped over the wall into the cemetery, stalked stiffly 
along the path between the tombs, and going straight to the 
stone which covered poor Rose, he began to call her in 
smothered tones. Pascal, Robert and the Procureur entered 
through the churchyard gate, purposely left ajar. They 
had followed the idiot across the valley, and now they stood 
silent and frozen with horror as they watched the lugubrious 
termination of this nocturnal expedition. Crouched on’ the , 
tombstone which he was eagerly kissing, Roussot continued 
his supplication, while the tears streamed from kis eyes 
which were strangely dilated. “lorgive me, Rose! Oh, 
forgive me!” he muttered over and over again, And seiz- 
ing the wooden cross with a convulsive grasp, he shook it 
till it fell on the grass. ° 

The watobers had approached and surrounded the shep- 
herd, but he did not notice them, and, absorbed in his pas- 
sionate fury, he continued to cry and rave. Ata sign from 
the Procureur, Jousselin tapped the idiot on the shoulder. 
Roussot felt the touch, looked up, then rose to his knees. 
He passed his hands over his face, as if he were awakening, 
threw one terrified glance around him, then his eyes grew 
bigger, his features worked and twitched, a yell issued from 
his lips, and, darting past Jousselin, he bounded towards the 
wall, But there he saw a man seated astride on the cop-. 
ing; then he ran all round the cemetery, found the gate 
guarded, and, after stamping wildly for a moment like a 
hunted beast, noticed that fe church door stood a little 
open and rushed towards it. s 
“Look out! Look ont!” cried Jousselin to his men. 
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growls, then one of the men ran out of the church cry- 
ing, : . 

“ He is climbing into the steeple !” 

By the light of the moon, the idiot could be seen at one of 
the openings of the spire. Then tho steps of the detective 
following him echoed through the church. Roussot climbed 
the ladder leading to the beams which ‘supported the bell, 
standing like a horsible, fantastic apparition, with grinning 
face, hair on end, and face livid with fear. 

His pursuer appeared beneath him, mounting higher and 
higher. The shepherd glanced at the summit of the steeple 
and with the agility and strength of a gorjlla, commenced 
crawling along the girders, For a moment he stood upright 
on a narrow ledge, then, apparently seized with giddiness, he 
swayed to and fro as though fascinated by the souse of 
nothingness around him, gave a ghastly shrick of laughter, 
and losing his footing, fell into space. 

Robert, Pascal and the Procureur had but the time to 
feap backwards as Roussot’s body, turning over and over in 
its fall, described a large curve and fell with a thud on 
Rose’s grave, bespattcring with its blood the stone yet wet 
with the shepherd’s tears. 


CHAPTER XII. 


Taree days later, in the drawing-room of the chateau, where 
the whole family was assembled, Maitre Malézean gave an 
account of the various transactions committed to his care. 
The marquis’s debt was liquidated, and an act of partnership 
between Pascal and Monsieur de Clairefont ensured the 
proper working of the Great Marl-Pit. Carvajan’s son, as 
the sleeping partner, was to place a manager ‘of his 
choosing at the head of the works and find the money to pay 
all preliminary expenses. In the future the profits were to 
be equally divided between himself and the marquis, the one 
having given his money, the other his property. Roberte 
seized with a commendable zeal for work, had asked to be 
given something to do, and Pascal had appointed him to a 
post which would allow him to live in the open air, and yet 
turn his huge bodily strength and activity to some use, 

Chassevent, summoned to Malézeau’s office, after bemoan- 
ing’ the fate which had deprived him of his dear, good, little 
girl, had consented to leave the neighbourhood on condition 
that he received two thousand francs. As the old vagabond 
complained of the smallness of the sum, the lawyer had said 
to him roughly, looking him straight in the face the while : 

“ A gift of two thousand francs from the marquis, and a 
shot fired at Monsicur Pascal makes things square. If you 
are not satisfied, your claim shall be settled by the Procurcuy 
of the Republic.” And the rogue made no mre to-do, but 
set off for Louviers, where he had some relations. 
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“You will forgive me, Marquis,” he added, “for being 
in such a hurry* to got all these formalities settled, but 
Monsieur Pascal leaves to-morrow, and so—” 

“He is going away?” burst out Mademoiselle de Saint 
Maurice. “And where is he going to?” 

~“T do not know, mademoiaelle,”-replied the attorney, 
furiously blinking his eyes. “But I do not think Monsieur 
Pascal intends to Wave the country.” 

“Oh, indeed? That’s something to be thankful for at 
any rate!” exclaimed Aunt Isabella violently. “It would 
“have been the finishing touch if he had gone back to 
America, to countries where it’s as easy to catch yellow fever 
as itis acoldhere! But why is he going away? Why has 
he sugh @ mania for travelling? 

“ Good gracious, mademoiselle,” retorted Malézeau, * what 
attraction do you think there is for him here? He has 
broken all ties of affection with his fathor, he has made 

e implacable enemies of all those who coveted part of this 
estate—life here would be simply unbearable. And how- 
ever grieved I may be to see him go, for Madame Malézeau 
and I have grown to look upon him as belonging to our- 
selves and we shall miss him terribly, yet I caunot dissuade 
him from a determination which I think both brave and 
wise.” 

“Why brave? Why wise?” asked the old maid, with o 
menacing expression. 

The lawyer coldly drew himself up, and replied : 

“e There are other motives for Monsieur Pascal’s departure, 
which I am not at liberty to disclose,” 

A profound silence followed these words. No one cared 
to continue the conversation. Robert and Croix-Mesnil 

* were both thinking of the hidden motives Pascal could have 
for going away—the former with the muddled surprise of a 
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who, hopeless himself, knows his rival’s suffering is as great 
-as his awh. ; < : 

Antoinette, whic was seated in the window in, the pale rays 
of the November -san, had let her embroidery fell on her 
knees, ‘and with idle’ hands and eyes half closed, seemed to 
doz’. But she" was not slumbering. She was thinking of 

© Gne of the stained windows in the Clairefont church—the one 
* on which Jacob was depicted, wrestling wath the angel. She 
could distinctly see the painting of the Biblical shepherd, 
with the bronzed skin, the high forehead, the brown beard 
and blue eyes which formed so strong a resemblance to Pas- 
cal. This was the man, determined and intensely loving, 
who had been content to serve fourteen years to obtain 
Rachael. He had not allowed his task to dishearten, him, 
and if the end he had over-ruled all resistance, and gained 
the woman he desired. Had not Carvajan’s son displayed a 
similar courage, inspired by a similar love? 

Antoinette thought of how he had spoken to her the first 
time in the lane. How careless and easy he was then! 
He was returning from foreign lands to his father’s roof. He 
was finding an exquisite delight in seeing once again the 
fields and woods where he had passed his childhood. And 
suddenly he had found himself drawn into the fight and the 
first name he heard was that of his father’s enemy. Even 
now she could hear herself saying, “T am Mademoiselle de 
Clairefont.”. How proudly he had replied: “And I am 
Pascal Carvajan!” Did they not seem like two enemics un- 
furling their flags, and entering the lists against each other ? 
But no, they were not destined to engage in comBat, The 
first glance had put an end to all idea of strife between 
them, and made him her zealous defender. After that day 
she had felt his presence cver near her, she knew that he 
was watching her joys and grief, and that, although he had 
-no hope, yet he was attaching himself to her by the mys- 
sanious tea of a constant communion of spirits. Then came 
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the scene at the ball, with her brother's provocations, Pas- 
cal’s quivering anger, and her own intervention autt apology 
when, with g word, she could Rave madé the man before 
whom she was humbling herself, fal at her feet.; and lastly, 
after a fresh addition had been.made to the burden of her 
grief, her visit to Carvajan’s gloomy. pouse.-* How tenderly 
and. resolutely he had eaid to~her: “You shall net be 
wounded either i your affections or your fortune. - That 'J- 
promise you, upon my honour.” And in the gladness of her 
heart she had replied ; “You will always have my deepest 
_ gratitude.” He had kept his promise, At the cost of the 
most heroic sacrifices, he had cleared Robert’s reputation and 
‘ saved the estate. And what had she done to prove her 
gratityde? A fow tears shed, a pressure of the hand, had 
been all the reward she had given him. And that made 
them quits, and she could let him go without regret or re- 
morse. After having gone through so much for her, he was 
now going to suffer through her. ' 

An outburst from Aunt Isubella aroused Mademoiselle 
de Clairefont from her reverie. Robert and Croix-Mesnil 
had taken Malézeau out on the terrace, and the old maid 
was talking to her brother-in-law. 

“Well, my dear,” she cried fiercely, “if I were thirty 
years younger, you may take my word for it, I’d have 
managed to make him stop!” 

“Come, come, auntie,” said the marquis, “you are too 
impetuous.” 

“Then z serve to counterbalance those who are too 
phlegmatie” 

“T knew the time when you were more exclusive in your 
ideas, and when you would not admit that a man worthy 
the name coyld exist outside the aristocracy.” 

“ But just look how your aristocracy has behaved to us. 
Until that dear Pascal declared himself on our side, our 
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have nothing to do with us. Before this plebeian stood up 
in our,defence, all our noble friends tured their backs on 
us, while he has been most chivalrous, He. is not highly 
born, [ know, but he is of the stuff of which our own old 
kings used to make great generals, great ministers,” and 
finally dukes and peers.” 

“My dear sister, I won’t attempt to contradict you. I 
thought I was the only liberal in thé family, but now, 
judging from appearances, there seem to be two of us, 
Only don’t speak so loudly. It makes my head ache—it is 
not very strong yet—and you will wake Antoinette.” 

“Ts she asleop? Can it be possible? When she ought to 
be in a state of agitation, at least as violent as mine? 
And it is I who have reared that girl! She wag more - 
excited the day of the trial I can tcll you. But once the 
danger past, the rescuer may go to the devil! x 

“ Sister !” 

«Well, I always say what I think, -I am not one to, 
change so easily, nothing has ever made me turn back.” 

“Really I believe you love this young man better than 
you do us.” 

“ and what if I did? Would it not be only just? We 
bad done nothing for him, and he has given up everything 
for-us. But there, I am very stupid to excite myself so— 
nobody has asked me for my advice, and in future I'll keep 
my opinions to myself.” 

Here Antoinette moved her head, and her aunt said no 
more, a 

“ Are the others out on the terrace?” said the girl, “I 
am quite stiff—I will go outside for a little walk.” : 

She rose and went slowly down the flight of stone steps. 
‘As she did so, she heard her Aunt Isabell say to the* 
marquis : 
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not to see that the .boy is dying of love for her, or else she 
is made of marblé.” 4 

‘A quiet smile crept over Mademoiselle de Clairefont’s 
lips, and her face lighted up like a beautiful landscape 
under a sudden flood of sunlight. She joined the group 
outside, and, taking Malézeau’s arm, gradually brought 
Pascal’s name into the conversation. The lawyer, as if he 
had only awaited”. sign to completely unfold his friend's 
plans, launched forth into details. Pascal intended to 
settle in Paris where he was certain beforehand té very 
soon gain an important position at the Palais, and where, 
through the influence he had with the various Law 
Societies, he had a practice ready made for him. He 
refuged to enter the Chamber for the present, but he could cer- 
tainly represent La Neuville whenever he chose to present 
himself as a candidate. Good old Malézeau even took a 
mischievous pleasure in insinuating that, in the society in 
which he would mix, Pascal would be very likely “to 
make a brilliant marriage. But this called forth no ex- 
pression of either satisfaction or vexation from Antoinette— 
she displayed nothing but indifference, and her face was as 
calm as before. She even spoke so tranquilly that to 
Malézeau her tones sounded cold, and, having tried to find 
out too much, the lawyer learnt nothing. 

Pascal arrived about an hour before dinner. He looked 
pale and dejected, and his efforts to talk and laugh were 
not crowned with much success, for his melancholy would 
show itself. Aunt Isabella’s eyes rested pityingly on him, 
thon shot indignant glances at her niece, who, perfectly 
unmoved, laughed and chatted with the ‘utmost freedom 

from constraint. Several times she said to Pascal : 

“La Neyville is quite near Paris, You will come and sec 
us sometimes, will you not?” 

Sho spoke with a light-heartedness which brought the- 

tears to the young man’s eyes. Feeling that his emotion 
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was becoming uncontrollable, he stepped outside, where 
Monsiexr de Croix-Mesnil joined him. Antoinette looked 
after them with some surprise, and, hastily wining, went-to 
one of the windows. 

Pascal and the baron walked slowly along by the flower- 
beds, until Monsieur de Croix-Mesnil pointed to a stone 
bench standing against the wall, and Pascal dropped 
wearily upon it. Soon their conversation became very 
animated, and Antoinette, scized with a vague uneasiness, 
turned slightly pale. 

“What can they have to say to onc another?” she 
thought, 

The window of Robert’s room was immediately ‘over 
where the two young men were sitting, while it, was 
screened from all view by the closed shutters—from it all 
that they were saying could be heard. The bloo® mounted 
to Antoinette’s cheek at the thought, and her eyes gleamed 
with curiosity. A faint voice within her told her that it 
would be wrong to listen, but consumed with the desire to 
know, she hurried out of the drawing-room, without re- 
plying to her brother's cry of, “‘ Where are you going?” 
and turned towards the turret. She ran lightly up the 
staircase and opened the door of the room. The win- 
dow was partly open, and scarcely daring to breathe, she 
bent her ear towards the thin laths of wood and listened 
eagerly to the voices which rose clear and distinct from the 
terrace. 

“Yes, I had indeed dreamed of performing all that you 
have done for her,” Croix-Mesnil was saying. “ But though 
i have wildly envied you, I have never for a moment 
hated you. I felt that your aid was indispensable.” 

“ Alas, all is over now!” replied Pascal sadly., “ And the ‘ 
one of us two that is to be envied is you, since you remain 
» here.” 
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“Tam going because it is beyond my strength to stay,” 
_ answered Pascal*with sudden heat; “because eagh day 
adds to my love, and doubles my despair; because I know 
of nothing more frightful than to have dreamed of happi- 
ness, and not to have won it; because—but what is the 
good of telling you all this? You ought to know what I 
feel since you love her as I do, and since she does. not love 
you any more thaft she does me.” 

«Tt is true she does not love me,” assented the baron. 
“But you,—” he broke off with a deep sigh, then went on 
in a different tone ; “But you, Pascal, she does love.” 

“ What are you saying ?” 

“Tam saying what is true, what is right, and what is 
just.e Oh, how fortunate you are to have been able to 
dedicate and sacrifice yourself to her She is a priceless 
treasure, and she is yours. You can take my word for it— 
the word of a man in love with her himself, whose penetra- 
tion it is not possible to deceive, who has chosen to acquire 
the certainty of his misfortune, and who has suffered 
anguish from the knowledge of it. She loves you—she 
ought to love you, and she is too noble, too great, too 
generous, not to do so. If she did not love you, she would 
not be the woman she is. Come, enjoy your gcod fortune, 
and do not go, She loves you!” : 

Pascal pressed Croix-Mesnil’s hand in his own. 

Tt pains me to see your grief,” he said in a tone of deep 
syrpathy. ; 

“No, yo, you must have no regrets. What is was to be, 
and it would have been a thousand pities for things to have 
been otherwise. For a soul like hers it needed a heart like 
yours. You alone can make her happy, and that you will 
do so is my only hope and the one consolation I wish to 
bear away with me. That it is an unselfish hope I think I 
am proving to you, by speaking as I am doing.” 
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« Between her and me, there is a gulf,” be said. “I bear 
the name of Carvajan—” : 

“You bear the name of—the man she loves,” returned 
Croix-Mesnil. * 

They sat in silence for some time longer, each following 
his own train of thought, then they rose. 

“JT have not announced my departure,” said the baron, 
“but Iam going away to-morrow, neverto return. Let us 
say good-bye. J cannot wish you anything, for you liave 
all. But you can wish me forgetfulness.” 

Pascal made no reply—he only stretched out his arms. 
Croix-Mesnil threw himself into them and these two rivals 
embraced each other as if they had been brothers. 

Behind the shutters, Antoinette stood still as a gtatue. 
Even after the two young men had gone she stayed, as if 
the sound of their voices still rang in her ears. At last she 
turned, looked round the darkened room in which she stood, 
and with a start remembered the sad day when she had | 
shut herself up there to read the first letter from Aunt 
Isabella. She could recall all her impressions, her hopes, 
her fears. It was on this table that she had leant her 
elbows, in utter mental and physical exhaustion—there was 
still the trace of her tears on the blotting-book. Her 
horizon was very threatening then, and now it was blue and 
sunny and clear. All had been saved within a few weeks, 
by the all-powerful will of a loving man. There was a 
vague murmur in the shadow, like the echo of past sighs, 
and with heartfelt gratitude Mademoiselle de. Clairefont~ 
clasped her hands and said in a low voice: 

“Oh, God, how can I thank you enough!” 

Then she passed her handkerchief over her face, and left 
the room. When she re-entered the drawing;room, Aunt* 
Isabella’s sharp eyes noticed that Antoinette’s eyelids were 

, red as if she had been recently weeping, and the old maid 
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_ felt almost glad, for she could not understand her niece’s 
lack of emotion, * a 
Dinner was a mournful affair that evening in spite of 
Robert's attempts to keep up the conversation. Everyone 
was occupied with his own grave thoughts and listened but 
absently to what was being said. In the drawing-room 
afterwards, Antoinette seated herself at the piano, and for 
the first time Pasc®l heard her sing. Her voice was a pure, 
powerful mezzo-soprano. She~chose, as if by chance, an 
exquisite air from the “Reine de Saba,” and a thrill yan 
through Pascal as he listened to the proud, passionate ex- 
pression with which she sang the refrain : 


“ Plus grand dans son obsenrité 
. Qu’un roi paré du diadéne, 
Tl semblait porter en lui-méme 
Sa noblesse et sa majesté 1” 
The words were plainly addressed to him—she surrounded 
ghim with them as with a purple. mantle, and decorated 
him with them as with a crown. For a minute, their souls 
were in close contact, and it seemed as if something was _ 
wafted from her to him. Thon a mist swam before Pascal’s 
eyes, and when he was again able to see and hear, she had 
attacked the celebrated air: “ Una voce poco fa,” with a brio 
which told too plainly ‘her indifference, and a precision of 
vocalisation which precluded the slightest supposition of 
~ emotion on her part. 

The waves of despair seemed to close over Pascal’s head. 
“Tam a goward to stay here only to have my heart still 
more laggrated every hour,” he told himself. “ Monsieur de 
Croix-Mesnil is mistaken, and I myself am losing my reason. 

come, & moment’s firmness! I will go, and Jet it all be for 
ever finished!” He rose hastily, and going over to Made- 
moiselle de Saint Maurice, said : 
“T must beg you to excuse me, mademoiselle. I have still 
many preparations to make, and I féar I must say good-bye.” 
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“What, already?” asked the jd tnaid. “ But, at least, 
we sliall see you again to morrow 2 

“J think not,” he answered ina voice that shook ; “ to 
my great regret.” . . 

* At what hour do you leave?” -- 

« At two.o’clock.” F 

“Then I shall gome and say good-bye to you to-morrow 
morning,” cried Robert. “I shall cofhe and lunch with 
you, at our friend, Monsieut Malézeau’s.” 

© Good-bye, marquis. Good-bye, mademoiselle,” stam- 
mered Pascal. 2 #38 

“You must always remember to look upon Clairefont as 
your-home,” said the marquis. _ 

The young man bowed, but made no reply. A,tide of 
bitterness was rising from his heart to his lips. 

“ Good-bye,” he repeated. : 

Antoinette’s hand was stretched out to him, and as he 
prossed it, he felt how soft and warm it was, while his own, 
was icy cold. He glanced beseechingly at her he adored, 
and in her eyes he noted a gleam of tenderness and pity. 
The expression on her face seemed to say : : 

“But why don’t you venture? Fall at my- feet, ravo,’ 
weep, do anything as long as you do something! Can you 
not guess 7” 

But Pascal was only angrily thinking: “If she does not 
make the first advance, she has more pride than affection, 
and then I am right in leaving her.” : 

‘A farewell, which sounded like a sob, again fell from his 
lips. Then he took Malézeau by the arm and drew him out 
of the house. He did not regain his self-posseasion untél 
the lawyer's gig was half-way down the hill. The chatean 
lights were gradually hidden by the trees, and then somé 
thing seemed to break within his heart, and he knew that 
hig love-dream was a thing of the past. 

When they reached Malézeau’s house, he wrung his 
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friend’s hand in silence and went upstairs to his own room. 
There he gave way to a fit of utter despair. He ccald sec 
nothing before him but. an empty, useless existence.’ For 
whom would*he henceforth struggle and work, for whose 
sake would he strive to gain fortune and renown? Body 
and soul he was «under the sway of his consuming, hopeless 
love, and Antoinette would always and incessantly dwell in 
his heart and thoughts. He uttered cries of rage, he poured 
forth a flood of blasphemy. He cursed the day on which he 
had returned to this country where sorrow and misfortune 
awaited him. He uttered prayers and entreaties to Made- 
“moiselle de Clairefont, then overwhelmed her with the most 
cruel reproaches. She had been false and ungrateful; she 
had bewitched him, only to work his ruin, and now he could 
no longer serve her, she threw him aside in disdain. Then 
his mood changed and he felt ashamed of his violence and 
passion, He asked pardon of his idol ; he accused himself 
cof having misjudged her. She had never given him any 
promise ; she had never encouraged his hopes and his 
illusions, Was he not only too fortunate to have had it in 
, his power to sacrifice himself for her? Croix-Meanil was 
~ even jealous of that. “No,” he exclaimed amidst the 
silence. ‘You owe me nothing. I was your servant, your 
slave—I and all mine belonged to you--you have only dis- 


“posed: of your own. And the joy it has been to me to cast 


all at your feet has been my reward. I love you and bless 
you, even in the midst of the agony of which you are the 
> cause.” 

Thus he passed the night in anguish and tumult of mind. 
When dawn came he was a liitle calmer, but with daylight 
phis torments returned, for it warned him that he had only 
a few hours left in which to breathe the same air as 
Antoinette. With a heavy heart he went down to Malézeau’s 
office. The lawyer was out, and Pascal wrote a few letters, 
then about ten o'clock, prepared to go to the Rue du Marché 

2A 


’ then I can see her again in safety. Oh, to seo her again—, 
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to say good-bye to his father, as he had promised. As he 
moveds across the office he caught sight of himself in a 
mirror and the reflection he saw aroused a feeling of pity in 
him. He smiled encouragingly at the poor wketch who was 
staring at him with hollow, grief-stricken eyes. He felt a 
torpor he could not resist stealing over him, and he stood ‘at 
the window which looked on to the garden, and gazed over 
the roofs of the neighbouring houses at*the Clairefont hill 
which sloped upwards in white, chalky masses clothed here 
and there with thick, dark clumps of tees. Antoinette 
was now in safety on this domain. “He had counterfoiled 
the schemes of hatred, disappointed the hopes of gain. 
She would be free and happy, and it was to him she would 
owe it all. And, at the thought, a feeling of exquisite calm 
stole into his heart. 

“Who knows?” he told himself. “ Perhaps I shall at 
last be able to change my love into a mere friendship, and 
to see her again! Poltroon that I am, that is my only” 
dream, and it is no use trying to deceive myself.” 

He buried his face in his hands and tried to dismiss the 
thoughts which were torturing him. for some fhinutes he 
remained in this attitude, listening to every sound outside 
and trying not to see the adorable phantom which per- 
petually haunted his memory. He thought he heard the 
front door open, then came the sound of steps and Malézeau’s 
yoice was heard in the hall saying: “He-is in my office.” 

Pascal felt madly agitated, and his heart beat wildly. 
Who could it be to see him? The door opened, and as on 
the memorable day when he had entered Carvajan’s office, 
the lawyer said : 

“There is a lady here who would like to speak to you.” . 

With a cry, Pascal rushed forward. Before him stood 
Antninatte. dressed in the same dress, and wearing the 
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Her face was as pale too as it had been then, but its pallor 
now was not caused by fear or grief. They stool.for a 
moment, gazing at one another, she smiling, he trembling. 
‘At last she said with a charming grace of manner : 

“Once again I am compelled to come to you. Only 
to-day it is not on behalf of my brother alone I want to 
plead with you—it is on behalf of all my family. You heve 
undertaken to ensure our happiness, Well, then, I must 
tell you that your work is still incomplete. Robert. is sad, 
and my aunt perfectly miserable at the thought of seeing 
you no more, What is there that would make you stay 4” 
she went on with a pretty little coquettish gesture. “If 
you are not too exacting, perhaps we could manngeé to 
satisfy your demands,” : 

Then as he stood bewildered, not daring to understand, 
and afraid to speak, Mademoiselle de Clairefont moved a 
step nearer to him and, speaking with infinite tenderness, | 
said : 

One day you sacrificed your present and your future to 
me, You gave me your whole life. Will you accept mine 
in exchange t” : 

Pascal ‘uttered a ery, the room seemed to grow dark, and 
he vaguely stretched out his arms. Then Antoinette’s silky, 
perfumed hair touched his lips, a feeling of mad exhilaration 


took possession of him and he was transported to a seventh 
heaveén of delight. 


Pascal gnd his wife live in Paris, but every year they 
pass the summer at Clairefont. Malézeau’s prophecies have 
come true. The young barrister has met with the most 
brilliant success and, yielding to the entreaties of hig friends, 
has presented himself as a candidate at the elections, at 
which, secretly aided and supported by his father, he has been 
elected by an overwhelming majority. Robert, now quite 
steadied down, works in real earnest, and there ig every pro- 
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bability of a match between him and the eldest Mademoiselle 
de Saint André. “The Great Marl-Pit, th the hands of. a 
clever manager, has become a perfect mine of wealth and-at 
it the marquis’s consumer is used with thé best results. 
Antoinette in her happiness has been generous enough to 
forgive her father-in-law the injuries he had done her 
family, but she never sees him, and never mentions him. 
When the tyrant dies, they mean to use*his money to build 
a large home for old men at La Neuville. But at present 
the old fellow is in very good health and attends to busi- 
ness ag usual, And whenever anyone happens to speak of 
the wonderful prosperity of the Great Marl-Pit under Pascal's 
government, he nods his head and says: 

“Yes, it is all right now, but it wanted a Carvajaneto sct 
things going.” 


THE END. 


